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PREFACE. 



These sketches were first published, years since, in 
various magazines and journals ; and are now presented in 
a volume, as a partial retrospect of the dark days that are 
gone ; when the march of Chess was in its infancy. 

In writing these papers, my object was to place the 
King of Sports before the public at large, in somewhat 
bolder relief, by entwining Chess with Romance: — the 
union going at times terribly against the grain — both 
hacks having been little used to run in double harness, 
and therefore not always taking the collar kindly. 
Reading the sheets now for press, as a whole, I observe 
certain undesirable repetitions of thought and phrase, 
occsionally ; consequent, I believe, on the confined nature 
of my theme — the detached character of the essays — and 
the great space of time over which their original appearance 
was distributed. But the book must go as it is. 



ii PREFACE. 

"Other times, other cares." I look back with pride 
on the services my pen may have rendered Chess ; but I 
write no more in the cause. A quiet observer only, now, 
of Chess and Chess Players, I find the latter fully capable 
of sounding their own trumpets. 

G. W. 

Stock Exchange, 1850. 
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THE CHESS AUTOMATON. 



" Doubtless, the pleasure is as great 

Of being cheated, as to cheat." — Butler. 

* 

Man may be fairly styled an animal*of the class " gul- 
lible." From the hour of his birth till the day of his death, 
never does the organ of credulity cease to bump out his 
cerebrum. It is a common saying among the legs of the 
turf, that " there is a flat born every minute." No dictum 
can be based on better grounds. Man appears to glory in 
being swindled, upon the same principle that leads Shak- 
speare's citizen to boast of " having had losses." Man is 
" done brown" daily ; but never gets wholly baked, in the 
scorching oven of experience. The bumpkin yet gapes at 
Doncaster for the "little pea" beneath the thimble, with 
the same intense degree of viridity that poor Paddy drops 
his tinpenny into the big beggarman's hat, in the full belief 
his copper will return to him hereafter in the form of gold. 

As was man in the beginning, touching his largeness of 
swallow, so is he now, and so will he ever be. This quali ty 
is part and parcel of his essence ; and experience here 
availeth him not. Almost within our own recollection, did 
3 j B 
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the bottle conjuror draw his hundreds, and the Cock Lane 
ghost her thousands. Each Scararauccia fills the benches ; 
whether it be Johanna and her cradle ; or Chabot, with 
his beefsteak stewed in Prussic acid. The mob who have 
seen the show come away content, lest they be taken for 
dupes. Robert Macaire bows them forth ; and Bertrand, 
beating the big drum, safely appeals to the verdict of the 
outgoers, as he calls on the multitude to tread in their 
path. 

These sage reflections, and many more, equally pithy, 
suggested themselves irresistibly to our mind, while dusting 
the books in our humble library one sunny morning last 
week. During this interesting process, a thick tome fell 
on our head, quite " promiscuously ;" and taking it up, on 
the principle of trying the " sortes Virgilianse," we found 
it to consist of some half-dozen, or more, learned and 
voluminous tracts, on the subject of the automaton chess- 
player. 

The Automaton Chess-Player ! Lofty title! mag- 
niloquent cognomen ! A composition of brass or wood, 
of ivory or of iron, called forth from the forest or the 
mine, to do duty, at no notice, for a Philidor, a La Bour- 
donnais, or a M'Donnell ; and going sententiously through 
the process of reasoning and calculation — inviting through- 
out Europe, all comers to break a spear in the tented 
field, and dealing forth checkmate so liberally from the 
unaided resources of its own precious block-head— mar- 
shalling its forces on the plain, and conducting them 
faithfully hither and thither, literally without seeing the 
board — courting the combat with our stoutest paladins, 
for some sixty or seventy years — and foiling every attempt 
to discover the whereabouts of the Promethean spark 
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within — upsetting kings and kaisars, knights and castles, 
honest men and rooks, mitres and Amazons, as the hoy 
knocks down his tiny ninepins — redressing the wrongs of 
injured queens, and seating them once more on their 
thrones of ivory or of ebon — conquering Napoleon Bona- 
parte and Frederick of Prussia in the mimic field of war, 
and forcing Eugene Beauharnois to cry " ransom" — lording 
it, in the strong spell of knowledge, over court and cottage, 
yet every where carrying off the laurel. Seriously do we 
pronounce the career of the Automaton to have been more 
gloriously brilliant, and certainly less bloodstained, than 
that of the greatest warrior who ever founded a kingdom 
or a dynasty. 

The Chess-playing Automaton has never yet received, 
here, the meed of notoriety so long since fairly won. The 
British know him chiefly by name, though he has visited 
their shores, and dived bis hand into their pockets. Be it 
ours, on the present occasion, to elucidate the subject, and 
place the great Turk on that niche in the temple of Fame, 
so justly due to his achievements. Alexander the Great 
had his Quintus Curtius. The Automaton, like Henri 
Quatre, must have his Sully. 

We shall deal, however, with King Log, as beseemeth 
the scribe living among a free people. Great names may 
not hoodwink our eyes ; and if we ever meet with an ass 
in the lion's skin, we shall make bold to cudgel him out. 
We can distinguish between real merit and merely ingenious 
pretension ; while we claim a right on all occasions to call 
things by their proper names — a cat being to us a cat. 
For three-quarters of a century, the Automaton Chess- 
man has been inscribed on a page of the history of earth, 
as of a construction and constitution absurdly miraculous ; 

b2 
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for when before did metal think, or timber calculate? 
We shall now examine whether the Automaton is best 
entitled to be typified as Jupiter Tonans or Jupiter Scapin, 
as Murat or Mantalini. 

Let us here deposit, logically, a rough definition of 
what properly constitutes an automaton. 

An automaton is a machine made by human hands, 
capable of performing sundry movements, gestures, or 
actions, of itself, upon the setting in motion of certain 
springs, or forms of power. As long as these means to 
the end desired are kept up and maintained, so long will 
the automaton perform ; continuing its operations during 
the whole time the moving principle remains in a healthy 
state. Such is an automaton in its most simple shape 
of existence. 

The flying dove of Archytas, mentioned by Aulus 
Gellius (Noct. At., lib. x. c. 12); as also the wooden eagle 
of Recdomontanus. which flew from the city to meet the 
emperor, and, having saluted him, returned back again, if 
they ever existed at all, may be fairly styled automata ; 
as was the iron fly, which, at a banquet, flew out of its 
master's hands, and, first taking a round of the hall, again 
settled at the starting point (ApoL, c. x. sect. 1). The 
trumpeter of Maelzel, the flute-player of Vaucanson, the 
Apollonicon of Flight and Robson, the wooden lady play- 
ing the pianoforte (her family is tolerably numerous !), and 
a hundred other similarly curious engines of the same 
class of automata, are doubtless familiar to the recollec- 
tions of our readers. 

A second class of automata, like the first, may be worked 
by machinery, chiefly self-acting, upon a fixed principle ; 
possessing, however, at the same time, a communication, 
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not immediately apparent, with human agency ; and hence, 
changing the regular order and succession of their move- 
ments, according to existing circumstances. There is no 
third class of automata ; since that form of automaton de- 
pending exclusively on human aid, however disguised, is 
but a spurious scion of the tree. 

Can the Chess-player be ranked among either one of the 
legitimate species of automata? The crowd, who look 
only on the surface, have for seventy years answered this 
question in the affirmative, and placed Mr. Block in our 
second class of automata ; but have they done so correctly ? 
Nous cerrons. Were we to order a watch of Monsieur 
Leroy, which, at the word of command, would point its 
hands to whatsoever part of the dial we directed, the skil- 
ful French horologer would reply, that nothing but a living 
human hand could so shape its power of movement. Are 
not the two cases strictly on a par ? Which, then, is the 
correct respondent, Monsieur Leroy or the beast called 
Legion ? We love a correct definition. The Automaton 
Chess-player was either a gross piece of humbug, or it was 
a sentient being, endowed, like man himself, with volition, 
judgment, and all the rest of it ; but in neither case was 
it an automaton. Most true is it, that whenever Legion 
cannot readily solve any given problem, he prefers either 
adopting the cry of " miracle," or gulping down any solu- 
tion offered, to seeking for himself the key to the mystery, 
through the medium of patient and laboured investigation. 

But we may not further lengthen out our prologue to 
the farce ; so pass we on at once to a glance at the original 
creation, life, and adventures, of our timber Frankenstein* 

The Chess Automaton was the sole invention of Wolff- 
gang de Kempelen, a Hungarian gentleman, Aulic coun- 
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sellor to the royal chamber of the domains of the emperor 
in Hungary, and celebrated for great genius in every de- 
partment of mechanics. From a boy, he had trod in the 
path of science, and was incontestably of first-rate capa- 
bilities as a mechanician and engineer. Invention was his 
hobby, and he rode it furiously, even to the partial im- 
poverishment of his means. M. de Kempelen, being at 
Vienna in the year 1769, was invited by the Empress Ma- 
ria Theresa to be present at the representation of certain 
magnetic games, or experiments, about to be shewn in 
public at the imperial court by M. Pelletier, a Frenchman. 
During the exhibition, De Kempelen, being honoured by 
a long conversation with his sovereign, was induced casually 
to mention that he thought he could construct a machine, 
the powers of which should be far more surprising, and 
the deception more complete, than all the wonders of 
magnetism just displayed by Pelletier. At this declara- 
tion, the curiosity of the empress was naturally excited ; 
and, with true female eagerness for novelty, she drew from 
De Kempelen a promise to gratify her wishes, by preparing 
an early and practical proof of his bold assertion. The 
artist returned to his modest dwelling at Presburgh, and 
girded up his loins to the task. He kept his word with 
his imperial mistress ; and in the following year presented 
himself once more at the court of Vienna, accompanied 
by the Automaton Chess-player. Need we say that its 
success was triumphantly complete ? 

The machine being set in motion, excited the admiration 
of the Empress Maria Theresa, as well as of the most il- 
lustrious and scientific individuals in her circle; all of 
whom were freely permitted to test its extraordinary 
powers. The fame of the figure spread over the face of 
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Europe, whose newspapers and journals rang with the 
advent of the newly born prodigy ; the performances of 
which were duly exaggerated, seUm les regies, in the de- 
tail. Dr. Kempelen, a modest and quiet man, was far 
from smiling at the celebrity hereby acquired. He would 
have been glad to achieve greatness, but cared little for it 
when thus thrust upon him. He was held up as a wizard, 
aMaugraby, a Michael Scott, premiere qualite; and was 
almost disgusted at the success of his contrivance. In 
fact, De Kempelen never hesitated to speak his mind 
plainly as to the real merits of his engine. " It is," said 
he to his friends, " a trifle, not without merit as to its me- 
chanism ; but those effects, which to the spectators appear 
so wonderful, arise merely from the boldness of the original 
conception, and the fortunate choice of the means employed 
by me to carry out the illusion." This is the language of 
a great mind, not choosing prematurely to open the eyes of 
surrounding dupes, but scorning to take to himself greater 
reputation than he felt was his due : and these words alone 
ought to have satisfied men of nous, that the thing was 
merely a clever hoax ; since, had it been in reality that 
which it appeared to be outwardly, viz. a machine, which by 
itself, and of itself alone, could conduct a game of chess, 
then, indeed, instead of its being a " trifle," as denominated 
by De Kempelen, it might proudly have reared its head, 
as an emanation from a mind which had discovered some 
hitherto unheard-of means wherewith to conquer matter. 

It will be interesting here to describe the "outward 
man" of the Automaton, as he first appeared, while yet 
exhibited only in the private circle of its inventor ; and 
we accordingly extract from the work of M. Windisch, 
one of the earliest believers in De Kempelen's gnome, and 
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one of those who was honoured by seeing the babe, as may 
be said, in the cradle. {Briefe uber den Schachspieler des 
Herrn von Kempelen, $c. Basle, 1783. 8vo.) 

" The first idea which occurs on an examination of the Automaton 
Chess player," says M. de Windisch, "is a suspicion that its move- 
ments are under the immediate guidance of some human being. 
From this error I was not myself exempt, when I saw, for the first 
time, the inventor draw from a recess his Automaton, fixed to a good- 
Bized chest ; and I could not, any more than others, help suspecting 
that this chest certainly contained a child, which, as I guessed from 
the dimensions of the case, might be ten or twelve years of age. 
Many of the visitors were equally convinced of such being the fact, 
and did not hesitate already to declare their opinions aloud. But 
we were all equally confounded on seeing M. de Kempelen turn up 
the garments of the Automaton, pull forth the drawer, and open all 
the doors of the chest. Moving it about, thus opened, by means of 
the castors on which it is placed, he turned it in all directions, and 
permitted us freely to examine it all over. I was not backward in 
this scrutiny. I searched into its darkest corners ; and finding no 
possibility of its concealing any object of even the size of my hat, 
my self-love was terribly mortified at seeing my ingenious conjecture 
put totally to flight. All the spectators underwent a similar impres- 
sion ; and on their countenances were visibly depicted signs of ex- 
treme surprise. One old lady, above the rest, recollecting, doubtless, 
the fairy tales of her youth, first crossing herself, with a heavy and 
devout sigh, went and hid herself in a distant window, that she might 
no longer remain in a proximity so dangerous as that existing between 
herself and the demon she now fully believed must occupy the Au- 
tomaton. I have since viewed the machine frequently, have examined 
it in every way I could think of, and have played chess against it, 
and am still reduced to the humiliating avowal that I know nothing 
about it. Still I am consoled by the reflection that many other 
persons, though gifted with more profound knowledge and skill in 
mechanics, have not succeeded better than myself. Out of many 
thousand persons, of all classes, who have seen it, not one has dis- 
covered the secret. The Gordian knot presented to Alexander must 
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have been less difficult to unravel. Is it an illusion ? So be it. But 
it is, then, an illusion which does honour to the human mind ; an 
illusion more surprising, more inconceivable, than all those which are 
to be found in the different collections of mathematical recreations. 

"The Automaton receives its visitors in M. de Kempelen's study ; 
in the antechamber of which nothing is to be seen but the tools of a 
joiner or locksmith, thrown about in most admired confusion. No 
communication can possibly exist between the Automaton and any 
adjoining room ; as was proved by the figure's being carried for exhi- 
bition to the imperial palace. It runs on castors ; and can, therefore, 
have nothing about it dependant on the construction of the 
floor. These are important premises. 

" The first object which strikes the view, on entering the study, is 
the Automaton, which is placed opposite the door. The chest to 
which it is affixed is three feet and a half long, two feet wide, and 
two feet and a half high ; and is, by means of the aforesaid castors, 
moved with facility from place to place. Behind this chest is seen a 
figure the size of life, dressed in the Turkish costume, seated upon a 
wooden chair fastened to the body of the Automaton, and which of 
course moves with it, when rolled about the apartment. The figure 
leans its right arm on the table, holding a long Turkish pipe in his 
left hand, in the attitude of a person who ceases to smoke. It plays 
with its left hand ; which M. de Kempelen informed me was an over- 
sight on his part, not discovered until the work was so far advanced, 
that to amend the Turk's manners would have required nearly total 
reconstruction. When the Turk is about to play, M. de Kempelen, 
as pipe-bearer, takes the pipe from his hand. Before the Automaton 
is a chess-board, screwed to the table, or upper surface of the chest, 
on which the eyes of the figure appear to be constantly fixed. 

" M. de Kempelen opens the front doors of the chest, and pulls 
out the drawer which is underneath. The chest is partitioned off 
into two equal parts, of which the left is narrower than the right 
The left side, indeed, occupies scarcely one-third part of the length 
of the chest, and is filled with wheels, levers, cylinders, and other 
pieces of clockwork. In the division to the right are seen some 
wheels, some spring barrels, and a couple of horizontal quadrants. 
The remainder is filled with a casket, a cushion, and a small board, 
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tn which are traced certain letters in gold. At a subsequent point 
f time, and prior to the Automaton's commencing play, the inventor 
takes out this casket, and places it on a Bide table. He does the 
same by the board with letters ; which is finally placed on the chess- 
board after the game is placed, to enable the Automaton by these 
means to answer questions to be put to him. 

" In the drawer of the chest above-mentioned are found chess-men, 
of red and white ivory, on a board, with which they are taken out 
to be placed on the side of the chess-board. There is likewise a 
small box, rather long in its form, containing six pigmy chess-boards, 
each of which presents an ending of a game. Such situations are 
set up in detail on the Automaton's own board ; and he undertakes 
to win each and every such game by force, whether he play with the 
white or red pieces. 

" I had forgotten also to observe, that M. de Kempelen not only 
opens the front door of the chest, but also those behind ; by which 
means all the wheels are clearly seen, so as to give the most perfect 
conviction that no living being could be hidden therein. To render 
this expose even more complete, the constructor usually places a 
lighted taper in the interior of the chest ; thus throwing light into 
its remotest corners. 

" Finally, he lifts up the robe of the Automaton, and throws it 
over his head, in such a manner as completely to shew the structure 
of the interior, where are also seen only wheels and levers ; which so 
entirely occupy the body of the Automaton, that room is not left to 
hide even a cat. The very trousers of the Turk are furnished with a 
small door, likewise flung open, to remove the remotest shadow of a 
doubt. 

" But do not imagine, good reader, that the inventor shuts one door 
as he opens another. The entire Automaton is teen at the same time 
uncovered; the garments being also turned up, and the drawer opened, 
as well as all the drawers of the chest. In fact, it is in this state he 
rolls it from place to place, around the room, courting the inspection 
of the curious." 

We may here state that Maelzel, the last proprietor of 
the Automaton, adopted a very similar description of 
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routine in the way he shewed the figure ; and was equally 
successful in making the spectators believe, like Windisch, 
that they saw the whole of the interior at once, Maelzel 
varied some of the details, doing away with its brazen- 
head-like capacity of answering questions, under a just 
impression that this part of its black art approximated a 
little too closely to the feats of the learned pig, Toby. 
But the Automaton is all this time uncovered ; and we 
resume Windisch's narrative, quickly, to prevent the poor 
thing from taking cold. 

"After having allowed time for sufficient investigation of its ana 
tomy," proceeds our eye-witness, " M. de Kempelen shuts all the 
doors of the chest, and places it behind a balustrade, made for the 
purpose of preventing the spectators from shaking the machine, by 
touching or leaning upon it when the Automaton plays ; and also to 
keep clear for the inventor a rather spacious place, in which he occa- 
sionally walks, approaching the chest at times, on the right or left 
side, but without touching it, until it is time to wind up the springs. 
Finally, he passes his hand into the interior of the Automaton, to 
a rrange the movements in their suitable order ; and finishes all, by 
placing a cushion under the playing arm of the Turk. 

" It must be stated, with regard to the casket, that M. de Kem- 
pelen places it on a little table near the machine, without, however, 
there being any apparent communication between the Automaton, 
and the table, or the casket ; to which the inventor has frequent 
recourse during the playing of the game by the Automaton ; for he 
opens it from time to time, to look at the inside, which is kept hidden 
from the spectators. 

" It is generally assumed that this casket is simply a device to 
attract attention ; still M. de Kempelen assures his visitors that with- 
out it the Automaton could not play. The letters traced in gold on 
the board, to which allusion has already been made, serve as a new 
recreation when chess is closed. It is then placed on the chess- 
board ; and the Automaton answers the questions of the audience, by 
pointing with his finger successively to the letters necessary to convey 
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a reply. To prepare for this latter recreation, the fabricator arranges 
certain movements in the interior of the machine." 

Again we must interrupt the Herrn von Windisch, to 
note particularly the care of De Kempelen lest his figure 
should be too rudely jostled by the audience. The grave 
assertion of our Austrian Archimedes, that the secret lay 
within the casket, must have been difficult for him to 
bring out without laughing. Windisch resumes : — 

" The Automaton, when about to move at chess, slowly raises his 
arm, and directs it towards the piece he intends to play. He sus- 
pends his hand over the piece, spreads his fingers to grasp it, places 
it in its destined situation, draws back his arm, and again rests it on 
the cushion. If he have occasion to capture a man, the same process 
is used. At each move he makes, a slow sound of wheels and clock" 
work is heard. This noise ceases when the move is made. The Au- 
tomaton always claims the first move. When his adversary plays, 
the figure lifts his head and overlooks the board. He courteously 
warns the queen of being attacked, by bowing his head twice ; and 
equally notifies check to the king by three bows. Should a false 
move be played, he indignantly shakes his head ; but not confining 
himself to tacit disapprobation, instantly confiscates the offending 
piece, following up his capture by playing himself; and thus depriv- 
ing his opponent not only of his piece, but of his move also. This 
divertissement happens not unfrequently ; spectators wishing to test 
the figure's powers of discrimination. The advantage hereby gained 
contributes to the Turk's chance of winning ; but the law being 
known beforehand, is equally fair for both parties : though the Auto - 
maton never commits an illegality. 

" M. de Kempelen requests those chess-players who confront his 
warrior to place the chess-men strictly in the centre of the squares ; 
this precaution being necessary, in order that the Automaton, in 
grasping a piece, may not be exposed to damaging its fingers, by 
coming imperfectly in collision therewith. The rules of the game are 
rigidly observed. 

" The machine can play but ten or twelve moves without being 



Digitized by Google > 
4 



THE CHESS AUTOMATON. 



wound up, but it is clear such winding up can produce no other effect 
than to maintain its moving power, without having any connexion 
with its directing power, or rather with its faculty of acting as 
required by circumstances. In such faculty, doubtless consists the 
chief merit of the engine, and here lies the mystery. During the 
time of play M. de Kempelen never touches it, except for the pur- 
poses aforesaid of winding up, once in ten or a dozen moves. 

" Mathematicians and mechanists of all countries have examined 
the Automaton with the most scrupulous attention, without being 
able to discover any trace of the secret. I have frequently seen the 
Automaton playing, surrounded by twenty or thirty persons, who 
kept their eyes incessantly fixed on the inventor. We have invariably 
observed him keeping at a distance of three or four paces from the 
figure, doing nothing, but occasionally looking in the casket before- 
mentioned, and never betraying himself by any movement which 
might indicate that he was even remotely in communication with the 
Automaton. To destroy the impression that magnetism is the prin- 
cipal of action, M. de Kempelen permits the most powerful magnet to 
be placed on the machine. 

" The moving the Knight successively over the sixty-four squares of 
the board, in as many leaps, is also a feat too remarkable to be passed 
over. As soon as the chess-men are taken off, one of the bystanders 
places a knight on any square of the board he chooses. The Auto- 
maton lifts up the knight, and beginning at the square on which he 
stands, causes it to cover the sixty-four squares in the same number 
of moves, without missing one, and without touching one square 
twice over. The spectator marks the squares in the progress of this 
difficult calculation, by placing a counter on each square to which the 
knight is played. No matter what square you first seat the knight 
upon, he never misses the performance of his task." 

The above description of the Chess Automaton, as he 
first appeared, is as minute as can be desired : he played 
chess, and played it well. The data were fairly established, 
that it was impossible the figure could be in communication 
with either one of the adjoining rooms, the ceiling, or the 
floor ; and the interior of the machine being apparently so 
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thoroughly exposed to view, removed all idea of a human 
person being concealed therein. Indeed, in the words of 
Windisch, we find that it was agreed by the spectators 
there was not space even for the temporary lodging of 
"a cat." De Kempelen's gravely walking about the 
room with his casket, reminds one of Friar Bacon with his 
learned head, or Merlin and his wand. After a few moves 
are played, he kindly treats the Automaton to the refresh- 
ment of winding up, to recruit its fainting energies, as one 
would hand a man a glass of sherry. De Kempelen fre- 
quently turned his back, moreover, on his progeny during 
three or four moves, conversing meanwhile with the spec- 
tators. The feat of moving the knight over the sixty-four 
squares in as many moves, is, it must be admitted, not 
quite so prodigious as represented by Windisch. There 
are many printed plans for performing this; and it is ob- 
vious that any one of these would do for De Kempelen's 
purpose, provided it be a re-entering series of moves ; that 
is to say, the knight, when he leaps to the sixty-fourth 
square, must be just a knight's move from the square on 
which he originally started. We do not speak here of the 
difficulty of causing the machine to perform this, but 
would merely remind the reader that any person, when he 
has once acquired by heart the knight's move over the 
board, in a re-entering series, has but to apply the same 
chain of moves in every case, whatsoever square of the 
board the knight may choose to make the first link of that 
circular chain. 

There could be hardly more than four forms of hypothesis 
broached by the spectators of the Automaton ; and by this 
time we find they were all equally admitted to be falla- 
cious. A concealed man or boy, — confederacy with a 
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person in another chamber, — dependency on the floor or 
ceiling — magnetism or electricity ; doubtless each of these 
theories had its votaries, and each of them was analysed in 
vain. But much time was not given in this stage of the 
performance to the exercise of the thinking faculty on the 
part of Germany. 

Torn to pieces by the crowd, who eagerly rushed to 
view the phenomenon, De Kempelen found it was easier to 
raise a spirit than to lay him again. Pestered with letters 
demanding explanation, from all the savans of Europe ; 
annoyed at the absurdities dealt forth anent the matter by 
the public press; and called upon, morning, noon, and 
night, to set up " his motion'* for the gratification of some 
man with a handle or a tail to his name, — poor M. de 
Kempelen began to find out that fame, however glittering, 
has its drawbacks. Many years of time, and the greater 
part of his fortune, had he lavished in improving the 
science of hydraulics. These efforts were before the pub- 
lic ; but, although deservedly of merit, his improved fire- 
engines and water-pumps were altogether pushed into the 
shade, in favour of his Automaton Chess-player ! So situ- 
ated, it is highly creditable to bis memory that he refused 
the offer of large sums of money from several persons who 
wished to purchase the Automaton by way of speculation. 
For a long time, his nice sense of honour prevented him 
from stooping to coin cash, from metal so intrinsically base, 
as he felt the ore in question really to be. De Kempelen 
declined suffering the Automaton to be made a public 
exhibition ; and, as the only means in his power of getting 
rid of the burden he had placed on his shoulders, actually 
took the figure partially to pieces, stowed it away, and 
gave out that it had been damaged by the frequent re- 
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movals it had undergone from place to place. M. de 
Kempelen was again a free man, and once more devoted 
himself arduously to his really scientific discoveries in me- 
chanics. His fame as a magician died away, and his friends 
shook him by the hand without fearing to be brimstone- 
marked in the contact. 

Fallen from his throne ; bruised and battered, limbless, 
and motionless, lay the turbaned soldan, during an interval 
of many years ; smothered with dust, buried in darkness, 
and forgotten in its fall from greatness, by the shouting 
sycophants who had so loudly hailed the rising star. But 
its avatur was to come ; and it was written in the book 
of fate, that, like a true Turkish sovereign, it should yet 
be dragged from the prison in which it pined, to march 
once more to the triumph of the battle-field, and the throne 
of talent over gullibility. 

The Grand Duke Paul, of Russia, came with his consort 
under the travelling style and titles of the Count and 
Countess du Nord, to visit the Emperor Joseph II., at the 
court of Vienna. Every device which human talent could 
suggest was resorted to, in order to give due entertainment 
to guests so illustrious ; and, after a certain period, when 
the first eatings, drinkings, and dancings, were over, 
Joseph bethought him of De Kempelen and the Automaton. 
The royal wishes were conveyed to our philosopher, that 
he would oblige his sovereign by exhibiting his chess-play* 
ing figure once again, and De Kempelen cheerfully com- 
plied with the request. To the half-bred savages of the 
north, composing the suite of the royal visitors, the exhi- 
bition could not fail to be striking ; and the Emperor 
Joseph, doubtless, slept that night to the tune of 11 How 
we shall astonish the Browns !" 
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De Kempelen employed himself with so much zeal and 
activity in the furnishing up of his invention, that in five 
weeks', time the Automaton chess hero once more made 
his bow at court with entirely new " dresses, properties, 
and decorations." As before, its success was complete ; 
the grand duke and his spouse, as well as the Emperor 
Joseph, were equally delighted and astonished by its feats. 
De Kempelen was handsomely rewarded, and the whole 
court joined in an earnest recommendation to him, for the 
sake of his family, no longer to resist the making an exhi- 
bition of his Automaton a matter of personal emolument. 
Grown worldly wise from experience, De Kempelen now 
considered that he should do wrong, longer to neglect this 
opportunity of restoring his broken fortunes. He felt, 
too, more assured of the merit of his secret, and determined 
to suffer no false delicacy for the future to prevent his 
reaping the harvest of his ingenious mystification. The 
emperor granted him a two years' leave of absence from 
the duties of his office, during which time his salary was 
equally to go on ; and the Aulic counsellor prepared to 
travel through Germany, France, and England, in company 
with the wonderful figure whose fame had already diffused 
itself throughout civilized Europe. 

It was in the year 1783 that De Kempelen and the 
Automaton first came to Paris. They were received with 
a hearty welcome, and the plaudits of la grande nation 
knew no bounds. The Automaton, however, as a player, 
was beaten by the great professors at the Cafe de la R6- 
gence, then the resort of the elite. But whether one's 
nerves are strung on wood or bone, one need not be 
ashamed at being vanquished by first-raters ; and the 
merit of the figure, of course, did not depend upon its in- 
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variably winning. It is worthy of observation, that De 
Kempelen himself was very inferior to his Automaton as 
a chess-man ; since in playing in the ordinary manner, a 
first-rate practitioner could give him the rook ; but there 
was much less difference between the best flesh-and-blood 
players and their wooden opponent. The first French 
artists were foiled in their attempts to dive into the mys- 
tery, and many and elaborate were the theories set up on 
the occasion, all of which broke down as before, on being 
put to the test. De Kempelen found his speculation a 
capital hit ; and, leaving Paris for a time, crossed Dover 
Straits with the Automaton, to levy contributions on the 
pockets of John Bull. 

Chess was at that period exclusively played in England 
by the aristocracy, and among that class was extremely 
fashionable, owing to Philidor (honour to his mighty 
shade !) This renowned player spent the greater part of 
his time in London, and thus gave an impetus to the cul- 
tivation of the game. Whether he personally played with 
the Automaton, we know not, and it matters little ; he had 
formed a school of chess here, of greater extent than was 
ever seen before or after. To this cause may be attributed 
the high fee of admission to a sight of our Automaton, 
fixed by M. de K. at five shillings ! Hundreds and thou- 
sands of persons flocked to the show; and the silver 
crowns rained down on the ingenious inventor, till he was 
almost knee-deep in the argent stream. An improvement 
had been made, too, in the really mechanical part of his 
figure, which now pronounced from its mouth something 
intended for echec, in giving check to the king. 

But England contains a good deal of blood rather scep- 
tical in these latter times as to the possibility of miracles, 
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and there was not wanting a man now to stand up in the 
cause of common sense. Mr. Philip Thicknesse printed a 
pamphlet in 1785, in which he denounces the chess-playing 
Automaton as a piece of imposture, in no measured terms. 
Partly hitting the secret, he assumes that a child is con- 
fined in the chest, from ten to fourteen years of age, who 
plays the game ; but adds, absurdly enough, that Master 
Johnny sees the state of the board reflected from a looking 
glass in the ceiling. In fact, Mr. Thicknesse appears to 
have been one of those true old English grumblers who 
find fault with every thing, and therefore are certain now 
and then to be in the right, by chance. He had previously 
discovered a somewhat analogous case of curious imposture 
worth quoting, as tending to shew what had put him on 
the scent : — 

u Forty years since," writes Thicknesse, u I found three hundred 
people assembled to see, at a shilling each, a coach go without horses 
moved by a man within side of a wheel, ten feet in diameter, just as 
the crane-wheel raises goods from ships on a quay. Mr. Quin, the 
Duke of Athol, and many persons present, were angry with me for 
saying it was trod round by a man within the hoop, or hinder wheel ; 
but a small paper of snuff put into the wheel, soon convinced all 
around that it could not only move, but sneeze too, like a Christian." 

We wonder how De Kempelen would have met a pro- 
position to throw an ounce or two of snuff upon specula- 
tion among his springs and levers ? 

Mr. Thicknesse proceeds to assume that the concealed 
child may be equally enabled to look over the board, 
through " Monsieur Automaton's robes and hair-trim- 
mings." A similar idea was broached, with equal inge- 
nious fallacy, in our own time. The high price of admission 
is especially complained of by Thicknesse. He writes, — 
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" I was one of the many who have paid fifteen shillings to shew 
my family the figure of a Turk, which has a moveable arm, a thumb, 
and two clumsy fingers ; which, by pulling a string within the arm, 
can embrace or leave a chess-man just where a living hand directs it. 
Let the exhibitor, therefore, call it a good deception, and I will sub- 
scribe to the truth of it ; but while he draws a large sum of money 
from us under the assurance of its being an automaton that moves by 
mechanical powers, he endeavours to deceive ; and it is a fair game 
to expose it, that the price, at least, maybe reduced; for I confess it 
is a curiosity, and I believe as much money would be received at one 
shilling each, as is now gained by demanding five. 

" I saw," continues he, " the ermine trimmings of the Turk's outer 
garment move once or twice, when the figure should have been quite 
motionless, and that a confederate is concealed is past all doubt ; for 
they only exhibit the Automaton from 1 to 2 o'clock, because the 
invisible player could not bear a longer confinement ; for if he could, 
it cannot be supposed tliat they would refuse to receive crowns for 
admittance from 12 o'clock to 4, instead of only from 1 to 2. Indeed 
M. de Kempelen had the candour to say to a certain nobleman in 
Paris who asked him to disclose the solution of the problem, * Quand 
vous le saurez, mon prince, ce ne sera plus rien.' " 

If not altogether correct, it is certain that Mr. Thick- 
nesse was very like " burning" in the approach he made 
towards finding the hidden treasure; but the soi-disant 
exposure being mere declamation, unaccompanied by any 
thing like architectural drawings or detailed proofs, fell 
quietly to the ground, and withered not the laurel on 
which it dared to breathe. 

But the period was now at hand when the poor Auto- 
maton was destined a second time to afford fresh proofs of 
the ingratitude and inconstancy of man. He was to be 
deserted by his brilliant train of admirers, and go once 
more, for a space, into outer darkness. Returning from 
France and England to Germany, De Kempelen carried 
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his Saracenic toy, by special invitation, to the court of 
Frederick (called " the Great "), at Berlin. This prince 
was an enthusiastic admirer of Chess, and carried his de- 
votion to Caissa so far as even to play a game, by corres- 
pondence, with Voltaire, sending a royal courier to and 
fro, between Paris and Berlin, with the moves. The 
Automaton beat Frederick and his whole court, which he 
might easily do, as the prince was only what is termed in 
the London Chess Club, a "rook player." Eager to 
solve the riddle, Frederick adopted the truly royal means 
of purchasing it. For a large sum, the Automaton Chess* 
player became his majesty's subject, slave, and serf, with 
all its rights and appendages. The cash being paid down, 
De Kempelen, in a t$te-a-t$te with the King, divulged the 
whole of his magic art. Frederick's pride was mortified by 
the disclosure, though he never revealed the secret ; nor 
did he send his purchase to rot, like a living offender, in 
the dungeons of Spandau. He was hurt, however, at 
having been, as he fancied, duped. The spell was dis- 
solved ; the charm broken. The Automaton, shorn of its 
beams, and denounced by offended majesty as a swindling 
imposture, was carelessly thrown aside into an obscure 
lumber-room; where, for the next thirty years, it lay in 
profound repose, like the sleeping beauty in the fairy tale, 
awaiting the visit of the prince destined alone to dissolve 
its long inglorious slumber. 

That prince came, and that prince was Napoleon ; sent 
by fate to stir up many other slumberers nodding on their 
thrones, as well as our mighty wooden Tamerlane. Na- 
poleon came to Berlin, and the Chess Automaton was 
again himself. Freshly armed and caparisoned, did he 
gaily sally forth once more to victory. He had been for- 
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gotten, and was therefore received like a fresh creation. 
Accompanied, during the next few years of his life, by a 
demonstrator formed in the school of De Kempelen — then 
dead — the Automaton once more journeyed by land and by 
sea, in search of fresh victims. As of old, he was every 
where successful ; and the veil of necromancy which covered 
his movements, remained still equally impenetrable to the 
lights of philosophy and science. 

Napoleon, himself a chess-player, honoured the Auto- 
maton by playing a game in person against it. The con- 
test was marked by an interesting circumstance. Half-a- 
dozen moves had barely been played, when Buonaparte, 
purposely to test the powers of the machine, committed a 
false move ; the Automaton bowed, replaced the offending 
piece, and motioned to Napoleon that he should move cor- 
rectly. Highly amused, after a few minutes the French 
chief again played an illegal move. This time, the Auto- 
maton, without hesitation, snatched off the piece which 
had moved falsely, confiscated it, and made his own move. 
Buonaparte laughed ; and, for the third time, as if to put 
the patience of his antagonist to a severe trial, played a 
false move. The Automaton raised his arm, swept the 
whole of the pieces off the board, and declined continuing 
the game ! 

We must here pass rapidly over a rather long interval of 
time, at the end of which we find the Automaton Chess- 
player at the court of Eugene Beauharnois, then King of 
Bavaria. Preceded by its colossal reputation, our figure 
(the property then of M. Maelzel, the celebrated fabricator 
of the musical metronome, and other works of art) fully 
sustained his well-won fame. Eugene was fond of chess, 
and money was of little object. He could not resist the 
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temptation of acquiring the secret which had set the wits 
of the world at defiance for so many years ; and, for the 
second time, was the Automaton Chess-player sold, like a 
slave, for a price. Thirty thousand francs were asked by 
the proprietor, and this sum was unhesitatingly paid by 
Prince Eugene for the machine and its key. 

And now the moment has arrived when the treasured 
mystery of De Kempelen is again to be opened at the 
golden bidding of royalty. The veil is about to be raised, 
and the curiosity of the King to be gratified. The courtiers 
are dismissed the room, the door locked by Eugene, and 
every precaution taken to ensure his acquiring the sole 
knowledge of the hidden enigma. The prince is alone 
with the demonstrator ; the latter, unhesitatingly and in 
silence, flings open simultaneously all the doors of the 
chest ; and Prince Eugene saw — what he saw ! 

Mr. Blue Beard, at the door of the azure chamber, looked 
not more blue than did Bavaria's monarch ; but Eugene 
faced the denouement with greater wisdom than had done 
the former royal purchaser of the secret. He shrugged up 
his shoulders, took a pinch of snuff, laughed at the joke, 
and, though he probably thought his purchase rather dear 
at the price, expressed much gratification at inspecting the 
figure in all its parts. He even subsequently placed him- 
self in the necessary relation with the Automaton, and 
giving it the invisible impulse, conducted it during several 
games against some of his most intimate friends. 

But, the novelty over, what was the use of our hero's 
newly-made purchase? Napoleon's followers had little 
time granted them for rest, and Prince Eugene felt the 
Automaton likely to become a dead, as well as a dumb, 
weight on his hands. True, he could amuse himself with 
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it, by suffering it to march in his suite ; but it appeared a 
good player, a real living man, was a necessary accompani- 
ment to produce the desired degree of eclat The demonstra- 
tor, who received the audience, was not sufficient, and could 
do no good single-handed ; a player must therefore be en- 
gaged and attached to the court to conduct it properly, 
and the fox would be unearthed from his hole in a fort- 
night. The prince found himself in a most unkindly de- 
scription of dilemma. He had got the lamp, but found he 
must also retain the genius of the lamp, or else throw 
away his toy, like a child when it has broken the works of 
its threepenny watch to see what made it tick. Prince 
Eugene was still wavering as to the course to be adopted, 
when the sagacious M. Maelzel, who had already expe- 
rienced some regret at parting with his protege', requested 
the favour to be again reinstated in the charge, promising 
to pay Eugene the interest of the thirty thousand francs 
Mr. M. had pocketed. This proposition was graciously 
conceded by the gallant Beauharnois, and Maelzel thus 
had the satisfaction of finding he had made a tolerably 
good bargain, getting literally the money for nothing at 
all! 

Leaving Bavaria with the Automaton, Maelzel was once 
more en route, as travelling showman of the wooden genius. 
Other automata were adopted into the family, and a hand- 
some income was realized by their ingenious proprietor. 
Himself an inferior player, he called the assistance of first- 
rate talent to the field as his ally. Our limits compel us 
to skip over some interval of time here, during which M. 
Boncourt (we believe) was Maelzel's chef in Paris, where 
the machine was received with all its former favour ; and 
we take up the subject in 1819, when Maelzel again ap- 
peared with the Chess Automaton in London. 
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Here the exhibition drew crowds of visitors, and excited 
universal admiration. The press teemed with compliments 
to the wooden player ; and its success, as a curiosity, was 
considerably enhanced by the circumstance of its almost 
universally coming off victorious. Maelzel well knew that 
the effect produced by the exhibition would be incalculably 
greater in proportion to the skill displayed by the figure. 
He engaged the powerful assistance of a first-rate English 
player (Mr. Lewis), who conducted the Automaton for 
something like a twelvemonth ; at the end of which time 
he was relieved from his laborious duty by the celebrated 
Mouret, one of the first players in France. 

Mouret was a chess-player of the Deschapelles' school, 
and stood deservedly high on the list of great players. His 
game was, perhaps, less brilliant than sound and sure. To 
make the play of the Automaton still more striking, it was 
now resolved that it should give the odds of pawn and 
move to all comers. Under the inspiration of Mouret, it 
accomplished this, hardly losing one game in a hundred. 
Fifty of the games played during the Siamese-twin-like 
connection of Mouret and the Automaton (body and 
board), were taken down, in 1820, by Mr. Hunneman, and 
published in a small volume. These games contain a fair 
specimen of Mouret's great skill, and embody some beau- 
tiful emanations of genius. Throughout the whole, he 
gives the pawn and move, numbering among his opponents 
Messrs. Brand, Cochrane, Keen, and Mercier, — some of 
the first chess-players of the time. Mouret, be it stated, 
en passant, had the honour of being chess-teacher to the 
family of Louis Philippe, king of the French. Every 
encouragement was given by the chess circle to Mouret's 
talent ; but he unhappily formed habits of dissipation fatal 
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to his respectability and standing in society. He burnt 
out his brain with brandy, and died recently in Paris, re- 
duced to the extremest stage of misery and degradation. 

While the Automaton made this, his farewell visit to 
London, several published essays appeared on the subject. 
One of these, by an Oxford graduate (Observations on the 
Automaton Chess-Player, 8vo., 1819), gives a full descrip- 
tion of the figure, and its mode of playing ; which was but 
slightly varied, and that in unimportant points, from what 
the Automaton appeared as originally fabricated by Kem- 
pelen. Its present proprietor had thrown the casket over- 
board ; but gave equal facilities of inspection to the as- 
sembled crowd. He held a lighted candle in the interior 
before playing, to shew up even its remotest corners, and 
then left the candle burning on an adjoining slab. The 
Oxford graduate owns, that, with all his research, he could 
not solve the enigma ; and dismisses it with a parcel of 
" probablys,'* leading to no conclusion whatever. 

In that wherein Oxford failed, Cambridge was more 
successful. Mr Robert Willis, of the University of Cam- 
bridge, gave the British public, in 1821, an interesting 
work on the subject, in which ^he builds up a hypothesis, 
partly, but not wholly, based on truth, as will be presently 
seen (An Attempt to Analyze the Automaton Chess-Player. 
8vo. London, 1821). Mr. Willis fairly proves, by figures 
and drawings, that a man may be concealed in the chest, 
able to overlook the board through the stuff waistcoat of 
the figure ; having shifted his position in his lonely little 
cell several times, while the different parts of the apparatus 
were being exposed successively to view. This is some- 
thing like the view of the subject originally taken by 
Thicknesse ; but it is now beautifully and exactly made 
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out even to demonstration, by the aid of a skilful draughts- 
man and mechanist. Dr. Brewster, in his clever work on 
natural magic, has copied his account of the Automaton 
from the work of our Cantab ; but neither he nor Willis 
appear sufficiently to have taken into consideration the 
almost utter impossibility of the concealed man's being im- 
pervious to detection, with merely a veil between him and 
the public. The least sound or motion would, in such 
case, destroy the illusion, and his very breathing would in- 
fallibly lead to ultimate exposure. 

Throughout the preceding pages of this essay, although 
we have said, probably, sufficient to put our readers on the 
right track, as to finding their own way to the centre of 
the Cretan labyrinth of which we write ; yet have we pur- 
posely deferred fully uncovering our Mokanna prema- 
turely to the gaze of the multitude. We now proceed to 
give our own explanation of the whole affair, and in so 
doing shall turn the Automaton Chess-player inside out. 
Our early reading supplies our memory with a bit of 
Sandford and Merton, in which one of the boys is de- 
servedly reprimanded for taking the bread out of the 
mouth of the juggler, at the country fair, through neu- 
tralizing a portion of his legerdemain by public exposure ; 
and, for a somewhat similar reason, never should our good 
goosequill have dissected the Chess Automaton without 
fair and sufficient cause. Still this demands explanation. 
The two cases of the juggler and the Automaton, placed in 
juxtaposition, are by no means analogous. The conjuror 
at once honourably admits that he works by sleight of 
wrist, — by confederacy, — and also by previously combining 
certain laws of nature, and established causes of effect, to 
produce corresponding results unknown to the vulgar. 
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The Chess-Automaton, on the other hand, stood before its 
patrons with a lie in its mouth; dipping his timber 
fingers saucily into the pockets of the lieges, under most 
foul and false pretences. Had the gulled mob opened 
their wits as wide as they did eyes and mouth, they would 
probably have broken Mr. Automaton's head ; and in so 
doing would have incurred as little reasonable or legal 
blame for assault and battery as they would do for duck- 
ing a convicted handkerchief-conveyancer. Other causes 
combine to give us absolution in the performance of our 
task.* De Kempelen, Maelzel, and Mouret, are now all 
dead, and the Chess-Automaton will probably never re- 
visit our shores. Mouret sold the secret of his prison-house 
to the French Penny Magazine ; and M. De Tournay, a 
member of the Paris chess-club, has also published an ab- 
stract of the matter in the Palamdde. No one scruple of 
delicacy can cause us longer to refrain from completely 
unmasking this clever piece of sheer impudent imposture. 

The man who really played the Chess-Automaton was 
concealed in the chest ! Such, in half-a-dozen words, is 
the sum and substance of the whole truth of the contri- 
vance; but the manner in which his concealment was 
managed is as curious as ingenious. He sat upon a low 
species of stool, moving on castors, or wheels, and had 
every facility afforded him of changing and shifting bis 
position, like an eel. While one part of the machine was 
shewn to the public, he took refuge in another ; now lying 
down, now kneeling ; placing his body in all sorts of posi- 
tions, studied beforehand, and all assumed in regular rota- 
tion, like the a b c of a catechism. The interior pieces of 
clock-work — the wheels, and make-weight apparatus — 
were all equally moveable ; and additional assistance was 
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thus yielded to the fraud. Even the trunk of the Auto- 
maton was used as a hiding-place, in its turn, for part of 
the player's body. A very short amount of practice, by 
way of rehearsal, was found sufficient to meet the purposes 
of the occasion ; and one regular order being observed by 
the two confederates as to the opening the machine, a 
mistake rarely or never occurred. Should any thing go 
radically wrong, the prisoner had the means of telegraphing 
his gaoler, and the performance could be suspended. 

" But," says the reader, " what becomes of the vast 
apparatus of wheels, springs, levers, and caskets, which 
we ourselves saw ? Why did Maelzel require to wind up 
his man of wood and brass ] " The answer is short. These 
things were the dust thrown in the eyes of the public. 
The mind of the gaping spectator dwelt on the sound of 
springs and wheels, and was thus diverted from the main 
question. Mr. Willis, of Cambridge, with considerable 
sagacity, drew an inference from the winding up, by 
Maelzel, of the machine, rather different to that which 
was intended. Take his own words : — 

" In all machinery requiring to be wound up, two consequences are 
inseparable from the construction. The first is, that in winding up 
the machinery, the key is limited in the number of its revolutions ; 
and the second is, that some relative proportion must be constantly 
maintained betwixt the winding up and the work performed, in order 
to enable the machine to continue its movements. Now these results 
are not observable in the Chess-player; for the Automaton will 
sometimes execute sixty-three moves with only one winding up ; at 
other times, the exhibitor has been observed to repeat the winding-up 
after seven moves, and even three moves ; and once, probably from 
inadvertance, without the intervention of a single move ; whilst in 
every instance the key appeared to perform the same number of revo- 
Intions; evincing, thereby, that the revolving axis was unconnected 
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with machinery ; except, perhaps, a ratchet wheel and click, or some 
similar apparatus, to enable it to produce the necessary sounds ; and, 
consequently, that the key, like that of a child's watch, might be 
turned whenever the purposes of the exhibition seemed to require it." 

Had the deluded public reasoned on the matter earlier, 
in this close and shrewd manner, verily King Automaton 
would have been speedily deposed from his high places. 

" But, again," objects a friend, " how could a man be 
concealed in the interior, when we saw all of that interior 
displayed at once ? " The same supposition was adopted 
by the original describer, Windisch ; and herein again lay 
the real merit of the inventor, — that he ingeniously caused 
the public thus to believe they saw the whole at once, 
when, in reality, they saw its different compartments but 
in detail. Certain doors dropped and closed of them- 
selves, with spring locks ; others were opened in their 
places. The machine was turned round, but still was never 
wholly exposed to view at once. It becomes perfectly 
ludicrous to read over again Windisch's glowing descrip- 
tion of the miraculous monster, when we find that even a 
reference to his own drawings shews that at the time he 
says all the doors were open, two were closed ; and, doubt- 
less, many of our readers who saw the Automaton in Spring 
Gardens, or St. James's Street, will recollect that, after 
the pretended investigation, which so irresistibly reminds 
us of the Trojans probing the Greek wooden horse, all the 
doors were locked before the machine played. It is evident, 
that had the thing been, as pretended, a creation wholly of 
brass, and wood, and steel, the cause of the inventor 
would have been strengthened by allowing the whole of 
the interior to remain open while set in action ; for there 
would have been but little fear of a spectator carrying 
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away the plan, so as to form a second Dromio. The secret 
once known, how clear a meaning is thrown on the words 
of De Kempelen, as to its being a mere bagatelle, or 
trifle. It was, indeed, just that sort of clever hoax an 
artist of first-rate genius might form to please the mob of 
society; but no wonder he shrunk from the eulogiums 
lavishly bestowed upon his Caliban, when he found his 
jest was construed into earnest ; and that men rushed, so 
very open-mouthed, to drain the cup of credulity. 

Every adjunct that intellect could devise was skilfully 
superadded, to enhance the marvel. The machine was 
railed off, for a now tolerably clear reason ; and a lighted 
candle having been first introduced into the body of the 
Automaton, to show the interior, at a moment nothing could 
be seen, was purposely left burning close at hand, in order 
to prevent any inopportune rays of light flashing from the 
interior, where a second candle was necessarily in process 
of ignition. 

The director of the Automaton was quietly seated, then, 
in the interior. All public inspection over, and the doors 
being safely closed, he had only to make himself as com- 
fortable as he could under existing circumstances. A wax 
candle supplied him with light, which the candle burning 
outside prevented being observed ; and due measures were 
taken that he should not die for want of oxygen. Whether 
he was furnished with bread, meat, and wine, these depo- 
nents say not. 

To direct the arm of the Automaton, the concealed con- 
federate had but to set in motion a simple sort of spring, 
which caused its fingers to grasp the man he chose to play, 
and guide it to the performance of its task. To make the 
figure articulate check, nod its head, or perform other 
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fooleries, similar strings, or wires, required but a pull. It 
must be observed, that care was taken the performance 
should never last so long as to fatigue the player to exhaus- 
tion. We have before remarked, that the Automaton's 
chess-board and men were placed in public view before 
him. The concealed player possessed in the interior 
a second, and smaller, board, with the men pegged into it, 
as if for travelling. On this he repeated the move played 
by the antagonist of the Automaton, and on this he like- 
wise concocted his scheme of action, and made his answer, 
before playing it on the Automaton's own board, through 
the agency of Mr. Wood's digits. A very interesting and 
ingenious part of the secret consists in the manner in which 
the move played by the stranger was communicated to the 
concealed artist ; and on this, in point of reality, turned the 
whole thing. A third chess-board, blank, with the squares 
numbered according to the usual mode of chess notation, 
was fixed, as it were, in the ceiling of the interior ; thus 
forming the reverse of the table on which the Automaton 
really appeared to play. Now, the men with which the 
Automaton conducted his game were all duly magnetized 
at the foot; and the move being made above, the magnets 
on the pieces moved set in motion certain knobs, or metallic 
indices, adapted to each square of the board on the reverse ; 
and thus was the requisite knowledge of the move played 
communicated to Jack-in-the-box. To illustrate this more 
clearly would require the aid of engravings ; but we have 
given the explanation at least sufficiently distinct for our 
purpose. The real Simon Pure, shut up in his cell, saw 
by the light of his taper the metallic knobs, or indices, 
above, vibrating, so as to mark the move just played. He 
repeated this move on his own little board, calculated his 
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answering " coup," and guided the Automaton's fingers, in 
order to its being duly performed. The happy association 
of magnetism with the figure, thus hit upon by De Kem- 
pelen, was probably suggested to him by the magnetic 
experiments of Pelletier, at the court of the empress. 

Tedious as a " twice-told tale," is the dwelling too long 
on the reading a riddle. When known, its solution seems 
simple enough ; but the difficulty lies in its original con- 
struction. The Automaton Chess-player affords strong 
evidence of the fallibility of human judgment and human 
testimony. Thousands of individuals have seen its per- 
formance in Spring Gardens, and St. James's Street, who 
would have had no scruple about taking their oaths that 
they had viewed the whole of the interior of the engine at 
once. In this respect, the ingenuity displayed by its ori- 
ginal constructor is above praise. Man loves so to be 
duped ! 

In estimating the difficulty of the problem, be it remem- 
bered, that it was never solved, until one of the parties 
implicated in the fraud turned king's evidence. Several 
persons almost hit the mark ; but none fairly planted his 
arrow in the gold. Had such been the case, a double of 
the Automaton would probably have started ; indeed, 
as it is, we are of opinion that a similar figure would prove 
a first-rate speculation, in a pecuniary point of view, could 
the moving principle of action be changed, as it easily 
might, by a clever mechanician.. A man inside will, most 
assuredly, never again work the charm ; but, advanced as 
is science during the present generation, a Brunei or a 
Stephenson could easily, and successfully, vary the decep- 
tion. 

Referring back to our definition of the word automaton 

c 



Digitized by Google 



34 



THE CHESS AUTOMATON. 



it must now be clear that De Kempelen's figure came not 
within the meaning of the phrase. " The movements 
which spring from mechanism," says Mr. Wallis, most truly, 
" are necessarily limited, and uniform. It cannot usurp 
and exercise the faculties of mind. It cannot be made to 
vary its operations, so as to meet the ever-varying circum- 
stances of a game at chess." 

The history of the Chess-playing Automaton, subse- 
quently to 1820, may be shortly summed up. Having 
travelled over the greater part of Europe, it was transported 
to the United States of America, where for a time it proved 
that the natives of the New World were made of the same 
stuff as their elder brethren. Jonathan dropped his dollars 
freely ; and the calculating spirit of the land of stripes and 
stars, methodist conventicles and chained slaves, slumbered 
beneath the spell of Maelzel's magic. A German accom- 
panied it, as holding the important post of invisible demon- 
strator, ordinary and extraordinary. Lynch-law would, 
doubtless, have been awarded the trio, had the secret been 
discovered in that sweet land of liberty ! 

Carrying out the same principle of conduct, the Auto- 
maton subsequently took to playing whist, as well as chess. 
For some years, latterly, the figure has lain in a state of 
inglorious repose in a warehouse at New Orleans; and 
there we leave him, fearing the word resurgam may not be 
applied to its escutcheon. A similar bubble once blown, 
becomes for ever exploded in its pristine form. 

Many must be the adventures of the Automaton, lost, 
unhappily, to the knowledge of man. A being that kept 
so much good company, during so long a space of time, 
must, indeed, have gone through an infinity of interesting 
events. In this age of autobiography, when so many 
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wooden men and women have the assurance to thrust their 
personal memoirs on the world, a book on the life and 
adventures of the Automaton Chess-player would surely 
be received with proportionate interest. We ourselves 
recollect once hearing some amusing anecdotes of the thing 
from Mouret himself. Our limits permit our quoting but 
a couple of these logwood reminiscences, which we give, 
by way of wind-up. 

In a journey once through a remote part of Germany, 
the Automaton set up bis tent in a small town, where a 
professor of legerdemain being already in possession of the 
field, a clash between the interests of the two parties was 
unavoidable. The Automaton, as the monster of later 
arrival, naturally put the conjuror on the shelf; and poor 
Hocus-pocus, in the energies developed by famine, conver- 
sant as he was with the art he professed, discovered his 
rival's secret the first time he witnessed the show. Backed 
by an accomplice, the conjuror raised a sudden cry of, 
" Fire ! fire ! M The spectators began to rush forth in 
alarm; and the Automaton, violently impelled by the 
struggles of its inward man, suddenly rolled head over 
heels on the floor. Maelzel flew to the rescue, and dropped 
the curtain, before terror had quite driven the imprisoned 
imp to burst its chain, and rush to daylight. 

On another occasion, Messrs. Maelzel and Mouret were 
exhibiting the Automaton at Amsterdam, when it happened 
that the former was indebted in a considerable sum of 
money, relatively speaking, to his agent for his services. 
In fact, Maelzel, acting on the philosophical aphorism of 
" base is the slave who pays," had not given poor Mouret 
a shilling for a twelve-month ; and the latter found that, 
although a spirit of darkness, he could not live upon air. 

c 2 
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Mouret was lodged and boarded, but wanted also to cat* 
It so chanced, under these circumstances, that one day the 
King of Holland sent a messenger to engage the chief part 
of the exhibition-hall that morning, for himself and court ; 
and kindly seconded his royal command by the sum of three 
thousand florins, sent by the same courier, Maelzel pro- 
claims the good tidings ; a splendid breakfast is prepared; 
Mouret is pressed to eat and drink ; and the parties are 
naturally delighted at the pleasing prospect of checkmating 
royalty. Maelzel hastens to arrange every preparation for 
receiving the Dutch monarch with "all the honours.** The 
exhibition was to commence at half-past twelve ; but, al- 
though noon had struck on every clock in the city, Mouret 
was not at his post. Maelzel inquires the reason, and is 
told that Mouret has got a fever, and gone to bed. The 
German flew to the Frenchman's chamber, and found half 
the story at least to be correct ; for there, sure enough, lay 
Mouret, snugly tucked up in the blankets. " What is the 
meaning of this?" " I have a fever." " But you were 
very well just now ? ** " Yes ; but this disorder — O ciel !— 
has come on suddenly.** " But the king is coming.'* "Let 
him go back again !'* " But what shall I say to him ? " 
" Tell him — mon Dieu ! — tell him the Automaton hasasore 
throat !" " Can you jest at such a moment ? Consider the 
money I have received, and that we shall have the saloon 
full.*' " Well, Mynheer Maelzel, you can return the 
money." " Pray, pray, get up !" " I cannot." " What 
can I do to restore you?" " Pay me the fifteen hundred 
francs you owe me ! " " This evening !" " No ; pay me 
now— this moment; money down, or I leave not my bed !" 
The case was urgent, and the means of restoration to health, 
however desperate, must be adopted. With a heavy sigh, 
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Maelzel told down the cash ; and never had the Automaton 
played with so much inward unction as he did that morn- 
ing. The king declined compromising royalty by entering 
the lists himself; but placed his minister-of-war in the 
opposition chair, and graciously condescended to offer his 
royal advice in each critical situation of the pieces. The 
coalition was beaten, and the surrounding courtiers, of 
course, attributed defeat solely to the bad play of the 
minister-of-war ! 



Westminster Chess Club, 
26 Charles Street, Waterloo Place, 
May 1839. 
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DESCHAPELLES, 

THE CHESS-KING. 

The English play more chess than the French ; but the 
latter can boast of players with whom we have never been 
able to cope. We love to start with an apparent paradox. 
Our neighbours on the other side of the herring-pool have 
always possessed players of so high a pitch of excellence, 
that they may be fairly styled phenomena ; but of artists 
a grade lower, Britain could at any time shew six for one. 
The fact is, whatever be the pursuit taken up by the 
French, there are among them to be found individuals 
capable of carrying that pursuit to an excess inappreciable 
by souls of less ardent temperament. The best astrono- 
mers, chemists, cooks, mathematicians, dancers, architects, 
and military engineers, are French. And so it is with 
chess; while we are content to knock under, and as 
veteran soldiers, keep our places quietly in the ranks. 

The sceptre of chess, in Europe, has been for the last 
century, at least, wielded by a Gallic dynasty. It has 
passed from Legalle to La Bourdonnais, through the grasp, 
successively, of Philidor, Bernard, Carlier, and Descha- 
pelles. It is of the last-named potentate we are about 
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more particularly to speak, — he being in every respect one 
of the most extraordinary creations of the past or present 
day. 

No pen is more tenacious than our own of committing 
the slightest infringement on the delicacy of private cha- 
racter, and none more deprecate the tearing the veil from 
off domestic life, and exposing a gentleman's household 
gods to the gaze of the impertinent, provided he intrudes 
not himself and his affairs upon the public. It is not 
merely because an individual attains eminence in his par- 
ticular walk that he should be set up in the pillory, with 
his family shivering in the cold around him. Only with 
the public character of the eminent have we an acknow- 
ledged right ; because the glory of fame is a joint-stock 
concern, to be shared duly between the individual and the 
body politic of all civilization. The laurelled hero has 
knelt at the bar of public opinion, and is ordered to rise 
" good man and true." He is called to the front of the 
stage, that the pretty women in the boxes may pelt him 
with roses. In recognising his excellence we share his 
triumph, and become the jealous guardians of his future 
fame. When we meet him in the market-place, we point 
him out to our children, that they, too, may be able to say 
hereafter, they " have known the man." 

What chess-player has not heard of Deschapelles ? And 
where dwelleth the follower of our magic art who will re- 
fuse to kneel at bidding, " en preux chevalier" to do hom- 
age in all devoir to his chivalrous leader ? A health to the 
king of chess ! the lord of the ebon and silver field, — the 
terrible and the mighty ! A health to Deschapelles, and 
pass the bowl round, while we briefly sketch forth his long 
career of <r^rv. 
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M. Guillaume Le Breton Deschapelles (the latter being 
his " nom de terre ") was born some sixty-seven years back, 
with a brain of so perfect an organization for the acquire- 
ment of games of skill, that it may be fairly said, the 
world never, in this respect, saw his equal. Whatever 
game he at any time took up, he immediately fathomed, 
and this in a manner so comprehensive, as to rank him in 
each particular pursuit, not merely as first-rate, but as 
the first. Chess, billiards, Polish draughts, trictrac, 
and whist, were acquired by him with the same facility 
with which smaller men learn cribbage or dominoes. At 
a glance, he could take hold of that which to souls of dif- 
ferent organization would have required the study of 
years; and in three days he had the capacity of going 
farther, in whatsoever particular sport he practised, than 
others could attain in a lifetime. 

In early youth, M. Deschapelles did not discover that he 
was possessed of the faculty in question. His father was 
gentleman of the bedchamber to Louis XVI.; and his 
elder brother, as an equally attached partisan of the 
monarchical system, filled the same situation subsequently 
at the court of Charles X. Deschapelles himself, on the 
other hand, was strongly imbued with the revolutionary 
spirit of the day ; and, his principles being well known, he 
was spared the persecutions to which his family was 
exposed from the leading chiefs of the first revolution. 
When the youth of Paris went forth, in their pride of 
country and fever of blood, as volunteers against the Prus- 
sians, M. Deschapelles marched in the van. In an early 
engagement with the enemy, he was unfortunately one of 
a foot regiment which was exposed to the overwhelming 
shock of a large body of Prussian horse. His skull was 
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laid bare by a sabre, and a second gash traversed his face 
diagonally from brow to chin. His right hand was severed 
from his arm at the wrist, and as he lay stretched on the 
ground in this sad state, fainting and bleeding apparently 
to death, by way of climax, the Prussian regiment rode 
over his body. M. Deschapelles recovered, by a miracle ; 
and we leave it to the scientific physiologist to say, 
whether these sabre wounds of the head had any share in 
exciting his brain to that fervent pitch of imagination, 
without which genius lives not. Once more in Paris, a 
cripple, and shorn of his right hand, M. Deschapelles 
received support from the government of the day, and was 
transferred to the commissariat ; of which branch of the 
army, as an active member, he subsequently made the 
chief campaigns of the consulate and the empire, under the 
especial protection of Fouche. 

Chess-players ourselves, we shall dwell but lightly on 
M. Deschapelles' acquirement and practice of other games ; 
nor need we care for the charge of anachronism, incurred, 
we doubt not, justly, in our memoranda. Beginning with 
trictac, a most difficult and complicated game, elder parent 
of backgammon, we record the fact, that M. Deschapelles 
is even now considered the first player in France ; in which 
country trictrac is more played than in any other in 
Europe. 

As a billiard-player, M. Deschapelles suffers under the 
disadvantage of having but one hand; nevertheless, as a mere 
practical player, he is allowed to be of the third or fourth 
grade of force ; and as a judge of the game is universally 
placed first in the kingdom. " M. Deschapelles knows the 
game better than any man in France," said, in our hearing, 
M. Eugene, the Kentfield of Paris at the present day. 
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The mode in which Deschapelles acquired Polish 
draughts is very curious. For a long time this scientific 
game had been popular in France ; its head-quarters being 
the Cafe de Manoury, from whence the amateurs of 
draughts were, however, at one time, temporarily expelled 
during the first French revolution, from their being a body 
of men at that time too poor in pocket to answer the pur- 
pose of a wealthy coffee-house keeper. During their 
wanderings in the desert, they settled for a time in an 
"entresol" near the Cafe de Manoury, and there the 
banner was pitched, under the leading of M. Chalon, the 
first player of Polish draughts at that time in France, and 
author of some curious printed problems on the subject. 
This gentleman was the successor of Blonde, Manoury, 
and others of the elite, and gave odds to all with whom 
he played, — daily keeping the lists for hours against all 
comers. Deschapelles took it into his head to play Polish 
draughts. He walked one fine day into the sanctum, 
learned the moves and laws by looking on for half an hour, 
and then challenged M. Chalon to play. The latter gave 
the odds of two men, and they played thus daily for a few 
days, when the odds were diminished to one man. After 
a month, they were brought down to the half man ; and at 
the end of three months, M. Deschapelles challenged 
Chalon to play even. They did so, and the former was 
the Conqueror. Chalon wished to continue ; Deschapelles 
declined, in the following pithy terms : — 

" I hare looked through your game,** said he, in his peculiarly quiet 
tone, " and I find but little in it. At one time, played by gentlemen, 
it might have been worth practising ; but it is now kicked out from 
the drawing-room to the ante -chamber ; and my soul is above the 
place of lacqueys. In three months I have become your equal, in 
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three months more I could give you a pawn ; but I renounce the pur- 
suit, and bid you farewell. I shall never play draughts again !" 

This mode of speech may be termed gasconade, but it is 
characteristic of the man, and we can but view it as 
emanating from the simplicity of a Hercules, in the know- 
ledge of his vast strength. Conscious pride is not boasting. 
The braggart is he who threatens that which he cannot 
execute. " M. Deschapelles boasts ; but, then, the devil 
of it is, be acts up to what he boasts !" quoth M. Chalon, 
sententiously, as his conqueror walked forth from the 
arena. 

The difficulty of acquiring Polish draughts is almost 
commensurate with that of learning chess. As a proof of 
this, the renowned Philidor, though he played Polish 
draughts for many years, and worked hard at the game, 
was never equal to those, like Chalon, of the first grade. 
There were always draught-players who could give Philidor 
odds ; and this determined him, probably, to confine him- 
self to chess, in which, like the lion of the desert, or the 
eagle of the Alps, he reigned without a rival. The Polish 
draught-players have long since returned to the Cafe de 
Manoury, and the most skilful player there told us (in the 
flesh, some six weeks back), that he should consider seven 
or eight years a reasonable time to be spent in getting up 
to the odds of one pawn! 

The best proof of M. Deschapelles* transcendent skill 
in whist is, perhaps, to be gathered from the fact of his 
having won several thousand pounds at that game; on 
the interest of which he now chiefly lives. His fame as a 
whist-player is, indeed, European, and is echoed from th 
halls of the Travellers' and Crockford's, to the salons of the 
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German spas, in all of which M. Deschapelles is ranked as 
the first living whist-player. Since the breaking up of 
the Salon des Etrangers, he now chiefly plays in a private 
club. So great is the confidence of his followers, that we 
have been gravely informed a quarter of a million of 
money could be deposited to back any match of whist he 
might undertake ; and this seems the less improbable, as 
we know of several wealthy bankers who are proud to 
enrol themselves on his list of devotees. A match was 

made some years back, between the British Lord G 

and M. Deschapelles, at whist, for two hundred thousand 
francs ; but was stopped, ere commenced, by our country- 
man's just fears of the thing being viewed in Downing 
Street as infra dig, — a consideration naturally influenced 
by the discovery that the money on the part of the French 
player was to be forthcoming in shares. It is understood 
that M. Deschapelles is at length about to favour us with 
the publication of his Treatise on Whist, on the manuscript 
of which, we know he has laboured at intervals during the 
last twenty years. Such a work will be indeed a treasure ; 
and we are informed (and most cordially do we wish such 
annonce may be correct), that so comprehensive is the 
Treatise on Whist of M. Deschapelles, that it will run to 
an octavo of 500 pages ! It is curious to see the veteran 
collect the cards with his one left hand, sort, play, and 
gather them in tricks. M. Deschapelles chiefly now plays 
shorts. From cards, pass we to their progenitor — chess. 

It has been well said, " there is no royal road to learn- 
ing ;" but M. Deschapelles laughed the proverb to scorn, 
and arrived at the temple of Caissa by a path which we 
can only consider as first-speed " railroad." Endowed with 
so peculiar an aptitude for acquiring games, our hero did 
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not learn, but seized on chess at once. By a sudden and 
mighty impress, he stamped it on his brain, and bore it 
ever afterwards, bodily, within him, perfectly developed in 
all its parts. 

" I acquired chess," said he to us, in the presence of fifty amateurs, 
" in four days ! T learned the moves, played with Bernard, who had 
succeeded Philidor as the sovereign of the board ; lost the first day, 
the second, the third, and beat him even-handed on the fourth; 
since which time I have never either advanced or receded. Chess to 
me has been, and is, a single idea, which, once acquired, cannot be 
displaced from its throne, while the intellect remains unimpaired by 
sickness or age." 

At first reflection, it would appear ridiculous to say the 
greatest chess player of the age had acquired his skill in 
four days ; but M. Deschapelles asserts it as a fact, and we 
are therefore bound to believe it. We heard a wag whis- 
per, that, like the interpretation put by Dr. Buckland on 
the seven days of Moses, each day must have meant, at 
least, a year, or more; but we seriously protest against 
ill-natured scepticism. It is so delightful to sneer at 
enthusiasm, particularly on the part of the small-souled 
and envious ! We view the brain of M. Deschapelles as a 
phenomenon, and not, therefore, to be measured by 
ordinary rules. Besides, his assertion, however startling, 
is really borne out by the following extraordinary fact, 
with which both Paris and London rang loudly at the 
time. 

When the question of M. Deschapelles* chivalrous chal- 
lenge to give pawn and two to the best English player (of 
which more anon) was on the tapis, in the month of May, 
1836, the French champion, who had not played a single 
game, nor even touched a chess-board, for fifteen years , 
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felt some curiosity to know what effect this long interval 
of inactivity would have had on his chess faculty. To 
test this, he suddenly walked into the Paris Chess Club; 
and, without the slightest preparation, sat down to play 
with M. de la Bourdonnais, at that curious variety of 
chess known as " the game of the pawns," in which the 
one player removes his queen, and is allowed, instead, a 
certain number of extra pawns. Deschapelles and De la 
Bourdonnais played four games at this sitting, even, — 
that is to say, eight pawns being allowed alternately for 
the queen. Of these games Deschapelles won two, drew 
one, and lost one! Can words add to this astonishing 
feat ? 

Stimulated by some "good-natured" remarks of the 
by-standers, as to the game of the pawns not being the 
ordinary game, M. Deschapelles renewed his visit to the 
club once more during the week, and played three games 
of the usual species of chess with M. St. Amant, giving 
the latter the pawn and two moves. Of these games each 
party won one, and the third was drawn. Be it remem- 
bered, that St. Amant, a few weeks afterwards, played in 
London with our first players, even, and beat them all 
round. M. Deschapelles was now satisfied that his chess 
organ existed unimpaired ; and has never played since, to 
the deep regret of his contemporaries. 

The truth of phrenology is strongly borne out by the 
conformation of Deschapelles' forehead; in which the 
organ of calculation is more considerably developed than 
in that of any other human being we ever saw, A high 
and sharp ridge stands forth as the boundary of his fine, 
square forehead ; attracting, at the first glance, the earnest 
attention of the disciples of Combe and Spurzheim. 
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We may here remark that M. Deschapelles never studied 
the theory of chess, nor looked at any work existing on 
the subject. With the usual openings he is, therefore, 
comparatively unacquainted, and has to find the correct 
move always in play. In some pools of chess which he 
once played, even, with Cochrane and La Bourdonnais, he 
found this to be a disadvantage, and was compelled to play 
more slowly than either of his two formidable antagonists. 
Indeed, quickness of play was never the forte of M. Des- 
chapelles ; he always having been much more " English " 
in this respect than La Bourdonnais, his successor ; who is 
the quickest player we ever looked over. Deschapelles' 
wonderful talent is the most keenly excited in crowded 
positions on the board. Here, that which is Cimmerian 
darkness to the bystanders, is to him light as noon. Could 
we acquire chess as easily as it would appear we might, 
from his mode of speaking on the subject, much joy were 
ours. " For my part," says Deschapelles, " I look neither 
to the right nor to the left ; but I simply examine the 
situation before me, as I would that of two hostile camps, 
and I do that which I think best to be done. I want to 
checkmate ; I do not want to capture, to defend, nor to 
attack. I repeat, I want to checkmate, et voilh tout'* 

On this phenomenon chess-player's first dropping from 
the clouds, he was immediately hailed as the greatest artist 
since Philidor. The Paris players, at this time, were tem- 
porarily removed from the Cafe de la Regence, owing to a 
prejudice against the latter locale, arising, naturally enough, 
from the fact of the cafe's having been the constant resort 
of Robespierre. The head-quarters of the chess amateurs 
were, however, not far away from the old spot ; and there, 
at the head of the veteran band, was the youthful Des- 
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chapelles installed as lord of the ascendancy ; playing con- 
stantly, save when his duties called him to more stirring 
scenes; which, indeed, was the case for the greater part of 
his time, thanks to the restless energies of his mighty 
master, Napoleon. 

Having perched himself, at one bold bound, on the very 
topmost branch of the tree, Deschapelles invariably gave 
odds. He may be said to have formed the modern school 
of French players ; the chief of his pupils being M. de la 
Bourdonnais, Mouret, &c. With the former of these 
artists, Deschapelles played many hundred games, either 
giving eight, and receiving seven, pawns for the queen, or 
else allowing pawn and two, at the ordinary variety of the 
game. When, falconlike, he found the young bird strong 
enough to plume its wings and fly alone, Deschapelles 
retired altogether from the arena, and left the mantle of 
inspiration to be draped around the broad shoulders of his 
worthy successor, De la Bourdonnais. For the want of 
similar models of excellence to play up to, we doubt 
whether England will ever possess a really first-rate 
player. Certainly, since the days of Philidor, none, save 
the late Mr. M'Donnell, have appeared, to us, to hold a 
just claim to the appellation. 

We proceed to give one of M. Deschapelles' chess 
adventures, in his own words : — 

" I never thought, nor do I believe, that a player of my force could 
ever appear from the chilly regions of the north. A southern sun 
can alone organize a brain of sufficient chess-genius to cope with me. 
In proof of this, hear what happened in Prussia. After the battle of 
Jena, in 1806, our army entered Berlin. The ladies there, havin g 
expressed wonder at our rapid march, were told politely, by one of 
the French officers, * We should have arrived here even twenty-four 
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hours sooner, had we not met with some slight obstacles on the 
way !' — these slight hindrances to the journey being an army of 
300,000 men, whom we were forced to overturn to get past ! Well, 
I lodged at the house of a colonel of the Prussian national guard, 
who, the very first evening, took me to the celebrated Berlin chess 
club, instituted by the great Frederic himself. 

" A numerous party of amateurs were assembled to receive me ; 
the lists were pitched, the arms in order, The three strongest heads 
of the club were opposed to mine. Before playing, in the course of 
some preliminary conversation, 1 asked whether any foreigner of my 
acquaintance had ever enjoyed the honour of an introduction. The 
reception book being produced, displayed a number of names, French, 
English, and so forth, but not one whom I knew. ' Which party has 
been chiefly victorious, yours or your visitors ?' demanded I. ' Oh !' 
replied they, cavalierly enough, 'our club have always come off 
winners/ ' Very well,' replied I ; ' such will not be the case this 
time/ 'Why?* 'Your club must lose!' Fancy the sensation 
produced by these words ! They all gathered round, and a noise like 
Babel broke forth ; from which issued such expressions, from time to 
time, in German, as, ' Oh, what insolence ! What presumption ! We'll 
punish him !' 

" Before playing, it is necessary to settle the terms. I at once de- 
clared I never played even, and offered the pawn and two. ' What is 
your stake?' was their question. 'Whatever sum you please,' 
answered I ; ' from a franc to a hundred louis.' They now said they 
never played in the club for money. I thought to myself, if that be 
the case, why ask me what my stake was ? But I let that pass ; and 
the three best players sat down to play against me. Not only did I 
insist upon their consulting together, but I further authorised every 
member of the club to advise them as he might think fit. It was 
agreed we should play even, in other respects ; and as they obsti- 
nately refused odds, I resigned myself and them to fate. 

" The move was drawn for, and gained by me. I played the king's 
gambit. They took and defended the pawn. Feeling a little sore at 
what had passed, I thought the less ceremony was necessary; so, on 
the eleventh move, I got up, and told them, in an off-hand way, that 
it was useless to continue the game, as I had a forced mate in seven 
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moves, which I detailed to them. I then appeared as if about to 
leave the room, accompanied by my host, and a friend, a cavalry 
colonel in our service ; who, being very fond of chess, had come to 
take part, as second, in the duel. 

" The members of the club crowded round, and, changing all at 
once their tone, asked me politely to favour them with another trial. 
Finding my gentlemen, this time, so much more modest (a quality 
which pleases me), I softened, and remained to play another game ; in 
which, having the move, they began by advancing the queen's pawn 
two squares. The contest was rather longer than the first, but I was 
again the conqueror; and such being the case, could not help taking 
upon myself the tone of a master, and pointing out to them different 
moves, of the effects of which they had shewn themselves ignorant, 
and which I advised them to study. 

" The corps (Tarmee to which I was attached left Berlin, but we 
again occupied that city after the battle of Eylau : and, in the public 
walks, I met with several members of the club, who entreated me to 
visit them a second time. I told them frankly, I had no objection to 
doing so, but should decline again playing even with them ; that such 
a sorry joke should be carried no further ; and that I would only re- 
sume the engagement on their taking such odds as I was prepared to 
offer. ' What are those odds V asked they. 1 The rook V answered 
I, without hesitation. 1 And would you play for money, giving us 
the rook ?' * Yes ; for a hundred louis, as I told you before.' 

"Again did they decline any stake, and, at least, acted with 
prudence in so doing. We played three games. I drew the first, 
won the two others, and the next day left Berlin for Hamburg. I 
did not expect much from them ; Berlin is so cold ! Besides, for 
twenty years, I gave the pawn and two moves to the first players in 
Europe, be they whom they might, when they presented themselves ; 
and would do so ttitt" 

•■ 

To hear M. Deschapelles narrate his chess doings, with 
the real spirit of military frankness, is one of the pleasant- 
est things in the world. That he has preserved none of 
the games, or curious chess positions, which have occurred 
to him, is to be deplored, when we know how vast a 
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chess acquaintance he has enjoyed, the circle with whom 
he has played, including the leading players of his time, 
as well as those who have heen famous in more impor- 
tant matters, — as Ney, Fouche, Junot, and Louis Buo- 
naparte. We own we think he underrates the skill of 
the Germans ; and regret he never played with Allgaier, 
Silberschmidt, or Witholm. Deschapelles once challenged 
Stein to play at the Hague ; but the latter preferred rest- 
ing on his reputation, and declined accepting the invitation. 

It is currently rumoured in the French metropolis, but 
we know not whether on certain grounds, that M. Des- 
chapelles revenged France on Marshal Blucher, by teach- 
ing the latter, to the tune of thirty thousand francs, that 
he knew much less of manoeuvring troops on the field of 
chess, than on the plains of real war. If this be true, 
Blucher is not the only German who has paid high for the 
lesson of experience in chess ; witness Count d'Armstadt, 
and others we could quote, as fitting companions in folly. 

In the year 1821, Mr. Lewis, the writer on chess, went 
over to Paris, for the purpose of playing a match at Fras- 
cati's with Deschapelles. The necessary arrangements 
were made by M. la Bourdonnais, as umpire ; and the 
odds of the pawn and move were unwillingly agreed to be 
yielded by the Frenchman, he wishing to give instead, 
pawn and two, and to play for a larger sum than his adver- 
sary chose to consent to. Of the three games constituting 
this match, two were drawn, and one was gained by our 
countrymen. It is certain that M. Deschapelles was not 
in play on this occasion; for we find him over-looking 
winning moves, and in other respects wanting in his usual 
fertility of resource.* He was taken unawares by an 

* In proof of our assertion we append, from " Bell's Life," one of 
the games played by MM. Deschapelles and Lewis, with a most judi- 
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opening of the game he had never previously encountered; 
and, from the fine attack Mr. Lewis invariably acquired 
thereby, the wonder is that the latter did not gain a more 
honourable triumph. M. Deschapelles felt his real supe- 
riority; and, on the match being over, challenged his 
opponent to a renewal of hostilities ; offering publicly 
to give him the pawn and two moves in a match of twenty- 
one games, and play for any sum of money which might 
be required. Mr. Lewis declined playing a second match, 
whether at the odds of pawn and move, or pawn and two 
moves ; and was, doubtless, justified in following out the 

cious critique, on an important move. The second player's K.B.P. 
must be removed from off the board prior to attempting to play out 
the game. 

MR. LEWIS. 

1. K. P. two. 

2. Q. P. two. 

3. Q. P. one. 

4. B. pins Kt. 

5. B. takes. 

6. B. to Q. third. 

7. K. Et. to K. second. 

8. Q. Kt. to Q. second. 

9. Q. Kt. to K. B. third. 

10. K. Kt. to Kt. third. 

11. K. R P. one. 

12. P. retakes B. 

13. Q. to K. second. 

14. Q. to K.B. 

15. Q. to K. Kt. second. 

16. K. R. P. one. 

17. Q. to R. third. 

18. Q. B. P. one. 

19. K. to K. second. 

20. Q. R. to Q. Kt. 
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1. Q. Kt. to 3. third. 

2. K. P. two. 

3. Q. Kt. to K. second. 

4. Q. P. one. 

5. Q. retakes. 

6. K. Kt. P. one. 

7. K. B. to R. third. 

8. K. Kt. to B. third. 

9. Castles. 

10. Q. B. to Kt. fifth. 

11. B. takes Kt. 

12. K. B. to B. fifth. 

13. K. R. to B. second. 

14. Q. R. to K. B. 

15. K. to corner. 

16. Q. to Q. second. 

17. Q. to Q. R. fifth. 

18. Q. to Q. R. fourth. 

19. Q. to Q. Kt. third. 

20. Q. B. P. one. 



DESCHAPELLES, THE CHESS-KINO. 



53 



adage of " let well alone." Messrs. Brand, Cochrane, and 
other first-rate English players, were all defeated by Des- 
chapelles, at the odds of the pawn and two ; and it is 
matter of wonder Deschapelles never followed up his con- 

H. DESCHAPELLES. 



MR. LEWI8. 

21. K. R. P. one. 

22. P. takes B. 

23. K. R. to R. second. 

24. K. to Q. second. 

25. K. to Q. B. second. 

26. Q. R. to K. B. 

27. P. takes P. 

28. Q. to K. sixth. 

29. K. R. home. 

30. Q. to K. B. fifth. 

31. K. R. to R. second 

32. K. to Kt. 

33. P. takes P. 

34. Q. takes K. R. P. 

35. K. to Q. B. second. 

36. Q. to K. Kt. sixth. 

37. B. takes Q. 

38. B. takes K. R. P. 

39. R. retakes. 

40. K. takes. 

41. R. to K. 

42. R. to K. fourth. 

43. R. to K. R. fourth. 

44. R. to K. R. fifth. 



21. B. takes Kt. 

22. P. takes R. P. 

23. K. R. to K. second * 

24. K. R. to K. B. second. 

25. Q. to K. sixth. 

26. Q. to Q. Kt. third. 

27. P. retakes. 

28. Q. to Q. B. second. 

29. Q. R. to K. 

30. Q. P. one. 

31. Q. to Q. third. 

32. Q. R. to K. B. 

33. Kt. retakes. 

34. Kt. takes Q. B. P. ch. 

35. R. to Q. 

36. Q. takes Q. 

37. R. to K. Kt. second. 

38. R. takes B. 

39. K. takes. 

40. K. to Kt. third. 

41. K. to K. B. fourth. 

42. R. to Q. second. 

43. K. to his third. 

44. R. to K. B. second. 



The remainder was not taken down. M. Deschapelles, by his last 
move, wins a pawn, and the result was a drawn game. 

* M. Deschapelles here overlooks the circumstance of his having a 
forced won game, simply by playing Knight to King's Kt. fifth. If the 
knight be taken with Pawn, Rook checks ; and if the Knight be not 
taken, Queen can check at K. sixth, <tec, &c. The French player 
appears to have discovered his error when too late ; for we find him, 
on the following move, attempting to regain the same position. The 
latter part of the game is weakly played by the English champion. 
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quests, by fighting us islanders on our own ground. We 
are happy to believe it is not improbable he may come to 
London, even during the present winter. He admires 
British institutions ; and should, therefore, favour us with 
the visit so long due, though never as yet granted to the 
solicitations of his English friends. 

Although Deschapelles was one of those who took the 
lead in establishing the Paris Chess Club, he accepted no 
part in the match played by that society, in correspond- 
ence, with the Westminster Club. His name was, however, 
invaluable, as an auxiliary towards inducing recruits to 
join the newly raised tri-colour. Tired of the heat, the 
noise, and the crowd who throng the Cafe de la Regence, 
it was quite a relief for the elect to find themselves esta- 
blished in a suite of lofty and spacious rooms. We are 
glad to find this honourable society flourishing as it 
deserves ; increased and increasing in vigour, in numbers, 
and in talent ; including in its list of members Mery, 
Lacretelle, Jouy, and other literati; headed by Boissy 
d'Anglas, and a numerous sprinkling of nobility. 

And let us, en passant, congratulate the amateurs, here, 
of our noble and soul-stirring recreation, upon the pro- 
spect which at length dawns upon us, of having a first-rate 
chess club at the west-end of our own metropolis. For 
years has the attempt been made, at intervals, to institute 
a similar society, and hitherto has that attempt uniformly 
failed. But the time is now come when, based upon solid 
grounds, a fabric is, even as we write, rising out of earth, 
destined to meet and to withstand the heavy storms of time 
and chance. Prosperity to the Westminster Chess Club ! 
Remodelled and improved in its constitution, there can be 
little fear of its success, backed as it is by the first chess 
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talent of the metropolis, at the head of so formidable a 
phalanx of amateurs. When first established in Bedford- 
street, this society looked well ; but its locale was far too 
eastern for the aristocratic patrons of the science. Over- 
shadowed as it has been for the two last years, it now again 
proudly erects its head, determined to shew that it has but 
stooped to rise with increased vigour. Removed to first- 
rate rooms (in Charles Street, Waterloo Place), with but a 
three-guinea subscription, and no entrance fee, our hopes 
and wishes are unalloyed by doubt. London shall and 
will at last have a chess club, commensurate with the im- 
provements of the age, and secure of support from all true 
lovers and patrons of chess, both in town and country. 
Return we to our record. 

Constituted as is the frame of M. Deschapelles, over- 
flowing with the same fervent feelings of enthusiasm, in 
age, which the most romantic have conceived in youth, an 
indomitable love of liberty in the purest sense of the word 
has more than once led him into trouble. On every sub- 
ject Deschapelles speaks out as he thinks, reckless of con- 
sequences ; and " age cannot tame " his ardent devotion 
to the cause of civil and religious freedom all over the 
world. In 1832, having, somewhat imprudently, suffered 
himself to be named president of a sort of republican soci- 
ety, termed " the Gauls," he incurred a government pro- 
secution, and was even imprisoned, au secret, for two or 
three months. This said band of " Gauls" were none the 
better, in our opinion, for enrolling among their members 
that Italian chess-player, Signor Lavagnino, so well known 
in London. No case could be made out against Descha- 
pelles, and he was honourably acquitted. On the exami- 
nation of some of the " Gauls," we find the question con- 
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stantly put by the public prosecutor, as to whether it was 
not understood that M. Deschapelles was to be declared 
dictator! This appears to be in the highest degree absurd, 
and was very properly ridiculed by the galsrie. 

M. Deschapelles' political opinions were expressed as 
follows, in a conversation we lately held together : " I am," 
said he, " of no country. Shew me a good man, and I will 
try to be his brother. But were I to choose, though I 
have never seen England, and understand not your lan- 
guage, I am more a Briton than anything else. I love your 
country, in the firm belief that your admirable political 
constitution gives to man all of liberty which he is as yet 
sufficiently civilized to enjoy without running into licen- 
tiousness." Is this a man to be reasonably obnoxious to 
the powers of the state ? No. He is more of a philan- 
thropist than a politician, — a Howard rather than an 
O'Connell. It is a trait of his life deserving record, that 
his elder brother, who was attached to the court of Charles 
X., and fell into comparative penury after 1830, has been 
ever since, together with his family, wholly supported by 
Deschapelles. To shew the facility with which the hero of 
our sketch can turn his mind to any occupation which may 
take his fancy, we may state that, having a few acres of 
ground in the Fauxbourg du Temple, M. Deschapelles 
has there struck out an improved mode of cultivating me- 
lons, for which he has received more than one honourable 
prize. His fruit is first in the market, and not unfre- 
quently adorns the table of Louis Philippe. M. Descha- 
pelles may be quoted as being superior to Cincinnatus, 
inasmuch as melons are more refined than cabbages ! 

It is now about two years since M. Deschapelles sent 
forth his celebrated challenge to all England, in which he 
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offered to come to London, and to give the odds of the 
pawn and two moves to any British player, without excep- 
tion ; the joint sum staked on the issue of the match to he 
a thousand pounds. He declared himself driven to offer 
this cartel, which first appeared in the French chess maga- 
zine, Palamede, in consequence of an English newspaper 
{Bell's Life in London), having appeared to fling some 
doubts on the truth of his having given the Berlin players 
the rook in 1806. We have reason to know that M. Des- 
chapelles was misinformed on the point, and that the 
journal in question meant nothing more than to tickle him 
good-humouredly into action, on the plan of poking up 
the lion with a pole to hear him roar. Be this as it may, 
M. St. Amant made his appearance in London, as the 
herald of Gaul ; and, not satisfied with hurling the glove 
in the faces of our first players, himself inserted the 
challenge formally in Bell's Life, — thus happily mak- 
ing the source of his discontent to serve as the medium 
through which satisfaction was demanded. The thing was 
met in a proper spirit on the part of the London Chess 
Club. A Committee was formed, the five hundred pounds 
were subscribed in half an hour, and a player of established 
public reputation was engaged to play the match on the 
part of our country. At the moment when all were eager 
for the event, the whole transaction unhappily fell through 
on this simple point. The London club very properly (as 
we thought then, and still hold) demanded that, as a start- 
ing point, it should be admitted that the challenge origi- 
nally emanated from the side of France, On the other 
hand, M. Deschapelles refused all discussion on this part 
of the topic, and insisted it should not be reopened. 
Before giving an extract from M. Deschapelles* closing 
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letter, we take leave to express our sorrow that so promising 
a beginning should have terminated so badly, Descha- 
pelles still maintains that we were wrong in attempting 
to revert to the point, which, by commencing a dis- 
cussion of terms, we had tacitly waved ; as also by suffer- 
ing an outrageously long time to elapse between certain 
letters, and in not at once declaring the name of the 
gentleman who was to be his antagonist. Opinions differ, 
and we choose not to revive unpleasant, and now most 
needless, discussion. 

M. Deschapelles shares in our regret, and is particularly 
sorry for the abrupt termination of this affair, on account 
of the consequent non-establishment of the finely con- 
ceived code of laws put forth by him to regulate the 
expected tournay ; and forming, as he says, " an everlast- 
ing monument of chess legislation ! " 

From Deschapelles' letter it will be seen that he is still 
prepared to give pawn and two to all comers who may 
choose to demand those odds ; and this he has recently 
told us viva voce, although he has so long retired from the 
field of war. We proceed to give a part of his last letter 
respecting the famous challenge, the wording of which is 
too characteristic for us to mutilate by translation. It is 
addressed to the committee of Parisian amateurs who 
acted in the negociation on his part, and runneth thus : — 

" Messieurs, — H y a plus de trente ans qu'il existe de ma part un 
d6fi permanent au jeu des echecs. J'offire le pion et deux traits. 

" Je n'y ai mis d'interSt que celui de soutenir l'6*cole Francaise, et 
de creer de belles parties ; et si j'a consenti & y engager 500 livres 
sterling, c'est en vue d'eviter le reproche de forfanterie, et pour satis • 
faire celui qui, ramassant le gant, se de*placerait poru la gloire et le 
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" Depuis ce jour, je ne sais combien d*apparences se sont eleve*es, 
combien de champions se sont pre*sente*s ; mais j'affirme qu 1 aucune 
reality ne les a accompagnee, et qu'au moment du combat, sous un 
pre*texte ou sons on autre, aucun n'a voulu exposer quelque chose 
qui en valut la peine. 

" D'ailleurs, chaque fois je me suis prSte* a ce dont j'etais prie*, y 
mettant surtout de la complaisance ; et ne prodiguant par les efforts 
de l'attention pour le sterile plaisir de firoisser des amours propres. 

" Dans le conflit actuel, ne d'une attaque de la presse Anglaise, je 
n'ai cru d'abord rien trouver qui dut me faire sortir de mon insou- 
ciance, et j'ai laisse courir sans m3me en prendre connaissance, les 
vaines demonstrations qui pouvaient s'en suivre. 

" Cependant, la chose sembla prendre une tournure inte>essante; 

un comite* e*tait nomme* de part et d'autre : le prix du de*fi e*tait fixe*, 

et les fonds se deposaient. On pre*tendait, et Ton vint m'assurer qu'il 

ne s'agissait plus que de rlsoudre les difficultes d'exScution. 

♦ **♦** 

" Des negotiations etaient done entamSes, lorsque tout d'un coup 
TAngleterre se ravisa, et, se rejetant en arriere, reprit une question 
de forme insignifiante deia expliquee pour en faire un ultimatum.* 

" Retombee inopinement dans les pretextes, je dus juger que 
Vaflaire actuelle ressemblait aux precedentes ; quelle ne contenait rien 
de reel , et qu'elle ne meritait plus que je m'en occupasse. Seulement 
je me trouvais disoblige, car je m'etais liYre* a discretion, et Ton m'y 



* We repeat, that we here take part with the London Club. It 
was an important point to fix the origin of the cliallenge, lest it might 
be supposed England would publicly admit inferiority by asking odds. 
If a player offer the rook, no honour is lost by putting his pretensions 
to the test ; but to ask for the rook would be tacitly to avow con- 
siderable inequality. Deschapelles told us personally that the 
challenge in the Palamede, and in BeWs Life, came from him ; but as 
the signature was wanting, this could not be authenticated, nor ad- 
mitted, on the part of the metropolitan players. London meant 
play, and would willingly make the match de novo, were a similar 
challenge offered, either by M. Deschapelles, or by any other player 
in the world. 
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maintenait Bans reciprocite ; me faisant subir une position que pour 

rien au monde je n'aurais voulu infliger a autrui. 

" De quoi eut servi de donner satisfaction sur un point a qui etit 

conserve seul le droit de rompre sur plusieurs autres ? Un ultimatum 

est inique quand il n'engage qu'une partie. Avant tout, il fallait se 

mettre d'accord sur les conventions. Alors Londres et Paris auraient 

un droit Sgal de tout terminer par un oui, ou un non. 

* * * * 

" Voici ma reponse de cloture avec la commission Anglaise, et ma 
proposition sous une forme definitive: — Je donne le pion et deux 
traits, si un adversaire Anglais se presente. Je m'entendrai avec lui 
seul. Sa capaeite* m'est d'avance un garant de son equite" ; car Tune 
marche volontiers de pair avec l'autre. 

" Recevez, Messieurs, repression de mon amitie et de mon haut 
estime. 

" Deschapelles." 

To this letter no reply could be made by the London 
Club, it being accompanied by an announcement that the 
Paris committee was dissolved; and so terminated the 
negociation, to the disappointment of the numerous admi- 
rers of our scientific game. May an opportunity be yet 
afforded our bravest and our best, of meeting M. Descha- 
pelles on the champ clos of the Westminster Chess Club ; 
there to cross blades, and break a lance to the contending 
shouts of St. George and St. Denis, for the sake of chess, 
and of the bright eyes of English beauty, we most are 
bound to love and bow to. 



{This paper was written 1839. M. M. Deschapelles 
and De la Bourdonnais are both since dead.) 
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A CHESS ADVENTURE OF 1842. 



CHAPTER I. 

To the solitary traveller, wearied by the constrained 
posture, the confinement of his limbs, the cramped cir- 
culation of his blood, and the chill of the cold cutting air, 
all consequent upon a long day's ride outside that now 
exploded method of transit, an English stage-coach, how 
pleasant at evening the distant view of the lights of the 
town to which the wanderer is bound ! How preferable 
its smoky chimnies, to the towering rocks and mountains 
he has just crossed — how superior its musty, foggy stench, 
to the odour of the wild heath — its cries of children, and 
howling of dogs, to the bubbling of the running brooks 
of the waste. The traveller has at length found an oasis 
in the great Egyptian desert. He enjoys, in anticipation, 
all the luxuries of contrast, comprising at this moment the 
smoking hot supper, the snugf fireside, the social chat, the 
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downy bed, and its genial glow of re-animation to his half- 
frozen limbs. The cup is filled — happy traveller, if he can 
raise it to his lips without a slip ! 

I had left Newcastle-on-Tyne, perched on the roof of a 
stage coach, one day in the early part of March last, at 
the unromantic hour of five in the morning, and having 
been delayed some time at Durham by a broken carriage 
wheel, reached the good old city of York in safety and 
darkness, about eight o'clock at night. The day had 
passed over as cold and cheerless, as are most March days 
in the north of England, and when at length the mighty 
towers of York cathedral arose dimly to view, lighted up 
partially by the faint rays of a full moon, shining through 
her frosty robe of mist, never did suffering mortal more 
heartily rejoice in a small way than did I — the cold one ! 
Am I beginning my story too abruptly, or ought I to have 
prefaced it by proclaiming myself to be a London mer- 
chant? Upon this occasion, homeward-bound from Edin- 
burgh, somewhere about 30 years of age, inveterately 
attached to ease and quiet — to a quiet old book when alone — 
to a quiet game of chess when with a friend — to a quiet 
bottle of Madeira with my chess — and to a quiet bright- 
eyed maiden to fill my glass. For the information of my 
fair readers, I add that I am extremely handsome (of 
course), remarkably interesting, and unmarried. This is 
material to declare, for what lady ever cares the eighteen- 
thousand'th part of a fly's nose for the adventures of a 
married man ? 

I have stated myself to be a chess player, and plead 
guilty to being one of the most devoted admirers of this 
fascinating mystery, enrolled on the golden tablets of the 
followers of Caissa's chequered standard. It is essential 
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to make this point of my character good, while the stage 
coach is entering York. I have played chess long — long 
years — late and early, with all sorts and conditions of men, 
and proudly write myself down an enthusiast in the 
cause. About two years ago, we heard in the London 
Chess Club, that in Constantinople, dwelled a turbaned 
mufti, whom no Englishman had ever yet conquered in 
chess. One of our members put £100 in his pocket, took 
the steam-boat the same afternoon — reached the city of 
Constantinople — sought out the haughty moslem — van- 
quished him, after a contest which lasted three days and 
nights (with short sleep at intervals) — and quitted, trium- 
phant, the fourth morning, for London. That man was I ! — 
I— Alfred Graham. As Shakspeare says, " alone I did it !" 
And now we're in Yorkshire again. 

The shrill horn of our guard echoed from the walls, as 
the sluggish coach rolled her heavy body along the narrow 
streets of York ; so narrow, indeed, that in the greater part 
of them it would be difficult for an honest man to say on 
which side of the way he was walking. The carriage 
groaned as if with melancholy at the thoughts of parting, 
and the same idea doubtless inspired our coachman's strong 
right arm, as he laid his whip, with an emphasis, about the 
panting horses' sides, by way of bidding them a tender 
adieu until the morning. We turned sundry corners of 
streets at increased speed — dashed over two pigs, one cat, 
and an old woman (poor soul !), reeling home very drunk 
from the York National Temperance Society's General 
Annual Meeting. Finally, our Jehu pulled up in good 
charioteering style at the portals of that famed hostel, the 
Green Swan ; and much comfort was mine at the sight of 
the group of waiters around its doors. In a imnnte of 
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time my foot was on the causeway; in another, I was 
bustling in the full exercise of that pleasant authority so 
justly wielded by the man who has got cash in his pocket, 
burning to be spent. 

" Boots ! Boots ! — here — this way," cried I at the top of 
my voice, " take my portmanteau, — hold my cloak. I'm 
tired to death, and sleep here to-night. Where's the 
chambermaid ? I want a bed." " Very sorry, sir," said 
the chambermaid, a slim thing, with three corkscrew 
ringlets on each side of her face, doing duty for hair, 
" extremely sorry, indeed, sir; but its 'Sizes, and all our 
beds is taken by the lawyer gentlemen." 

I stood aghast ; Priam, when they told him at what a 
rate his Troy was fiaring-up, was hardly my prototype. 
The " thing" repeated, cuckoo-like, her one note of evil. 
Probably she thought me deaf. 

"Yes, sir. Very sorry, sir. Quite full indeed, sir. 
Full of lawyers, sir, and tf/jem-like." 

" Hang all lawyers," cried I ; " hang all lawyers in 
general, and York lawyers in particular." 

"Yes, sir; certainly sir," grinned Thing; "but for all 
that, every house in York is choke full, and you can't have 
no bed here — not for love nor money ; but you may sit up 
all night by the kitchen fire, in a chair ! " 

" How remarkably obliging ! but never mind. Boots, 
take all my luggage into the commercial room, and send 
the head waiter to me." 

Mark, and remark, ye who do not play chess, that a 
game of chess is never lost till it is won. I was desperate, 
but not checkmated. The roof of the Green Swan was 
above my head, and the chief waiter, John, and I, were 
old friends. So, from habit, I resolved to fight out my 
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losing game coolly, and marched authoritatively into the 
commercial room. What a Babel presented itself in those 
four walls ! 

The room was crowded with men of all sorts. Petty 
barristers, pompous attorneys, lawyers' clerks, farmers, 
clod-hoppers, yeomen, bagmen, and a very thin sprinkling 
of gentlemen. An immense coal fire burnt in the huge 
grate below. A galaxy of gas flamed forth above. Hades 
would have been Iceland to it. Meats of all kinds and 
odours, drinks of every known hue, smells of all shades in 
infinite variety, tainted the already musty atmosphere to 
the very extreme of suffocation. Burley Yorkshiremen, 
summoned as witnesses to the assizes, were gaping, open- 
mouthed, at the sharp attorneys, who, in most loud and 
voluble discussion, were fighting the day's battle over 
again. Slender, palefaced men, the while, were pensively 
sipping sixpennyworths of gin and water, in far-away 
corners of the room, too evidently the suffering clients of 
those same sleek and bellowing orators. Commercial 
travellers were writing their letters, shaking up their sugar 
samples, and discussing the current prices of buttons at 
Birmingham ; cracking loud their merry jokes the while 
upon the fat knaves around, and not too particular as to 
whether their jests fell like oil of roses, or oil of vitriol. 
" A delightful party ! " thought I, as I elbowed my way 
through this motley mob, and seized upon a chair by the 
fire, just vacated by a hungry lawyer, who, having heard 
that a prisoner had, that moment, been brought in to the 
city gaol (charged only with cutting his wife's throat a 
little), had gone suddenly off, at railway pace, to secure the 
job of defending the cowardly murderer, lest some more, 
active rival should snatch the morsel out of his mouth 

D 
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What cares a lawyer for what, or for whom he pleads, so 
as he gets his fee ? 

Truth to tell, I was not much disposed to view anything 
at this moment " couleur de rose." My soothing prospects 
of peace and comfort were all fled for the night ? " The 
vanity and vexation of even hope," muttered I to myself, 
and was thus beginning to do a little philosophy, after the 
manner of the ancients, when lo ! John, the waiter, stood 
bodily hefore me, and Hope again flashed up. Alas ! it 
was but the flash of the expiring taper, for John, old 
acquaintance as he was, came but to confirm the croakings 
of those ill-omened birds, his lellow ravens. Tranquilly 
did I listen as John made his moan. The house was full 
from cellar to garret; the very servants had been bedless 
for a week, and slept (or woke) nightly on the floor ; sofas and 
arm chairs blanketized for the nonce were exhausted; a truss 
of straw was worth gold. The Green Swan had no one corner 
in her nest for me that night All was lost, so now was 
the proper time to go into a passion, and I made myself 
well up for a row. At the very top of my voice I shouted, 
and the fattest lawyers in the room were hushed to silence, 
— one of them almost indeed to apoplexy. 

" I demand, John, a bed of your employers, or their 
rascally conduct shall be posted in every commercial room 
in Britain. Instead of reserving their beds for the com- 
mercial gentlemen, who use the Green Swan regularly, and 
are bound to receive proper accommodation, they have 
turned us out to make room for these once-a-year 
strangers ! " 

" Shameful, scandalous conduct!" chorused the com- 
mercials in a body. I knew I should wake them up. I 
continued: — " Tell your employers, moreover, John, that 
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the law itself is on roy side, that I came to their tavern by 
a public vehicle, licensed as their property, that they are 
bound by the law of the land to take in all travellers, and 
find them seasonable rest and refreshment, and that a bed 
I will have here this night !" " Very good," " law quite 
correct," cried in their turn a couple of dozen lawyers ; 
one especially oily attorney seconding my legal argument, 
and offered me the card of his firm, in case I should deter- 
mine on bringing an action. Unanimously was it agreed 
that I could not fail to get a verdict, particularly if I 
could manage to lose the use of my legs for life, through 
being exposed to the cold air of darkness. John's sodden 
countenance became like unto dirty parchment. I saw 
my advantage. The nail was driven home, and only 
wanted clinching ! " And John," concluded I, sinking my 
voice into a Grosvenor Square drawl, " John, as the bed 
affair will now be settled, tell chambermaid to be sure 
the sheets are well aired, and to put an extra pillow for 
my head. And John, get me some little matter directly 
for supper, for I'm devilish hungry — a roast partridge, 
grilled chicken and mushroom sauce, a main ten on cutlet, 
or anything piquante and savoury — some rum, a lemon, 
and boiling water, and make haste about it, do you hear ?" 

John made his exit, the assembled company doing a 
grand chorus to my aria, and the milk of human kindness 
again began to flow through my veins. The "vox 
populi " is so often the " vox Dei, 11 even in an aviary of 
Green Swans. The politic landlord of a well-frequented 
inn, will pause ere he pass an affront upon the whole com- 
pany of a public room, and my cause was clearly the cause 
of the nation, or at least of such part of Queen Victoria's 
subjects as were then and there assembled, 

D 2 
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In five minutes, parchment John returned with an im- 
portant protocol from the hostile powers. The lord and 
lady of the castle would get me a bed out! John's air 
proclaimed this to be their ultimatum. I am not unrea- 
sonable. I never am, when I have anything resembling my 
own way. The room sanctioned my accession to the 
preliminaries. I agreed to the terms, accepted the peace 
treaty, burying (as the Indians say) the hatchet of strife, 
and lighting the calumet of friendship. I was to vacate 
the garrison, true, but I was to march out with the honours 
of war, and a full belly ! The game was at least drawn. 
" See my portmanteau and writing case safely conveyed to 
my dormitory, which, by the way, John, I bargain as a 
sort of supplementary private article of the conditions of 
surrender, shall not exceed fifty yards distance from the 
Green Swan. Let all be made comfortable, and a good 
fire lighted in the room. Vanish, John ! " 

The eternal waiter makes his salaam, but again returns 
with food and drink. This, too, was quite " en regie" 
In the East, when you " fix " a treaty with any of the bar- 
barian hordes of robbers, they always sign and seal with a 
smoking hot tray of eatables. So it was here. My fare 
seemed delicious. I was hungry as Ugolino, when he ate 
up either his child or himself (I forget which), and I 
began to devour with most hearty gusto. Alas ! fate and 
I were that night at cross purposes. I had hardly swal- 
lowed three mouthfuls of the delicate breast of a pheasant 
(fairer far to me at that moment than the bosom of Venus !) 
when nine o'clock struck — and liberated by that sound 
from the spell previously imposed by rigorous custom — 
some two dozen cigars began to mingle their odours and 
incense with the fragrance of my poor little roast; their 
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vapours resolving themselves into one mighty cloud of 
tobacco-fog, through which the gaslights peered dim and 
dun, like stars in a mist. Be it known to the uninitiated, 
that throughout England, Ireland, and Scotland, no person 
is allowed to smoke tobacco at an inn, in the commercial 
room, until nine o'clock at night. Chewing and snuffing 
the same, are legal at all seasons. 

Now, I am myself partial to a cigar — a genteel well- 
flavoured Havannah — but then it must be used and im- 
bibed as a cigar legitimately, and must be made exclusively 
of real tobacco, and not of cabbage leaves. I may be 
singular, but though partial as I say to a cigar " per 
I am but very slightly partial to meat and bread dressed 
"alia cigar" and still less partial to the second-hand fumes 
of " the weed," breathed by turns |through the throats 
and lungs of a drove of human animals smoking tobacco in 
company. There is no accounting for taste. On this 
eventful night, the party assembled evidently differed with 
me in opinion. The greater my misfortune, the less my 
fault. Englishmen are justly attached to their rights. 
Magna Charta says they may smoke at 9 o'clock, and I 
rarely see the trifling consideration of a fellow traveller's 
being at supper, or dinner, permitted to trench upon this 
most glorious privilege of our immortal constitution, as 
settled by the great revolution of 1688. My supper is 
spoiled; but I am an ultra-conservative, and feel that 
vested rights are sacred things. Comfort under disappoint- 
ment may be frequently drawn from comparison, so I 
turned my mind to Holland, where men smoke tobacco 
even as they step into bed on their wedding nights. "John, 
I have supped, remove the cloth." And while the tobacco 
cloud became so deep and dark I could fancy it would 
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presently explode with thunder and lightning, I whistled 
" Rule Britannia,*' and mixed myself a strong glass of 
punch. Dare fate take this also from me ? 

Although supperless, my heart had warmed, and a few 
sips of the punch made me want to talk — but to talk— or 
rather to converse, is an operation requiring two persons — 
and I was as much alone in that large room, as if I had 
stood on Skiddaw mountain. I looked right and left, 
behind and before, at the surrounding 
phrenologically, the feeders, drinkers, and smokers indivi- 
dually, to discover one with whom to converse, but all in 
vain, nothing suitable presented itself. The endless jargon 
of the fat lawyers and heavy porkey countrymen rang on 
as before, while the would-be " fun " of the bagmen con- 
tinued to vent itself in a flood of conventional jokes and 
anecdotes of " fast men." All this bored me to death. I 
felt that for me there existed no one congenial spirit pre- 
sent. True, the commercial travellers would have talked to 
me ; but what cared I whether Jack Jones was addicted to 
" box Harry Jackson ;" or whether Bill Harmer, of Wol- 
verhampton, had got so preciously " cut" the night before, 
that he slued his 44 drag " into a ditch, and was found with 
his mouth half filled with dirty water, protesting he 
would take no more cold tea ! To the aforesaid Bill and 
Jack it might be deliciously interesting mutually to con- 
dole upon the " down " qualities of their 44 governors" and 
44 clients;" but why — O why, request to know 44 what I 
did?" and why endeavour to drag me into a lengthy discus- 
sion upon the rudiments and elements essential to the 
realization of a really 44 spicey trap ;" or the building of a 
44 splash upper Benjamin." 
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I could not then talk, but I could sing ; so I hummed 
to myself, as I mixed my second tumbler, the old song— 

" Punch cures the gout, the cholic, and the pthysic 
And is for all the ills of life the very best of physic." 

My first glass was capital — this is exquisite. They cer- 
tainly supply very good rum at the Green Swan. My 
ideas must be confined to my meditations, and my medita- 
tions to my glass. I only allow myself one tumbler at 
home ; will not this second draught get into my head ?— 
No, no. Really most delicious punch. Beats Horace's 
Falernian to " immortal smash." No doubt at all that the 
nectar quaffed on Mount Olympus by Jove and his court 
is nothing else than rum punch — hot, sweet, sharp, and 
strong, seasoned with a dash of the blue flying lightning, 
and thickened with the melting dew of Hebe's lip. Again 
chaunteth Anacreon — 

" He who drinks, and goes to bed sober, 
Falls as the leaves fall, and dies in October. 
But he who drinks and goes to bed mellow, 
Lives as he ought to live, and dies a good fellow." 

So as that's the case I'll e'en, for once, venture on a third 
tumbler. By Heaven ! this is the very absolute rule of 
progression ! Good, better, best. To improve this were 
as difficult a task as to catch the glowing tints of the rain- 
bow, and bottle them up to paint with. But will not 
modern science one day accomplish this? I'm getting 
transcendentally poetical, political, vocal, and metaphysical. 
The punch is terribly strong. That last tumbler was what 
Jonathan would term a screamer. Nice fellow, that 
Jonathan ! Pretty people those Americans !«— with their 
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stars and stripes! The land indeed of "stripes" par 
excellence ! Talk about liberty, and keep three millions 
of chained slaves! Confound all politics— certainly the 
punch is strong— infernally strong — especially upon an 
empty stomach. I'll go to bed. Good night, lawyers 
and gentlemen ! Chambermaid, shew a light — go ahead, 
girl, and pilot me safely to the place of my dwelling and 
my rest. Do you read Byron, chambermaid ? — eh ? — 
Well, is this bed far off? Perhaps the Archbishop of York 
has got a room to lend in his palace? Are we going 
there, eh ? " 

"With what pleasure do I quit that crowded den — that 
murky atmosphere, — my fleshpots have mortified like the 
Israelites' quails in the wilderness — my honey has turned 
to gall. With a species of loathing I turn from that mob; 
whose evening hymn has been solely raised to Mammon, 
the deity of pelf. Rather would I delve the earth — break 
the rock — raise the sparkling coal for bread, than thus 
bend the knee to the golden image which Darius the king 
set up in the plains of Babylon. The third tumbler of 
punch makes a man so independent ! 

" This way, sir," said Betsey, that thin thing ! as we 
crossed the threshold, and the cold winds of night greeted 
me with their bracing welcome. " This way, sir, the house 
is only the sixth door here." In silence I followed, picking 
my path through the dirt. The street was dark as sin — 
every light extinguished— and half the city already tucked 
up in bed. It was past 10 o'clock, a late hour for any por- 
tion of York to be yet waking. 

We stopt at a low portal, arched and grim, sombre, and 
uninviting. Betsey held up her lantern, and with a mas- 
sive key sought to unclose the entrance. I could see that 
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the house was one of those few remaining narrow-fronted 
old stone buildings, with the gable-end to the street, and 
one window, or rather loophole, in each story, which we 
yet inherit from the dark ages. The place seemed antique 
enough, with its low ponderous Saxon arch, to have been 
once inhabited by the Saxons themselves, ere the gallant 
and chivalrous Normans broke the pride of those fair- 
haired children of the forests, and bowed them down to be 
serfs and slaves, hewers of wood, and drawers of water, 
But this "en passant" " Here you be, sir," said Betsey, 
as she opened the door, and I followed her steps, shiver- 
ing and miserable, like a lap-dog condemned to take the 
water. 

The stair was of stone, narrow and winding — the ground 
floor appeared to be full of rubbish and lumber. I know 
not why I should have observed all this so minutely. I 
followed my guide up the first flight of stairs — nothing 
could have been more desolate and unsatisfactory. The 
walls seemed crumbling to dust. Paint had never passed 
that way. Cobwebs covered the roof. " The first floor is 
not used," said Betsey, " the windows is all broke, and it's 
so precious cold — your bed's the two-pair." Again we 
climb, and at the top of the building, I am inducted into 
the wilderness in which I am to sleep. The place re- 
minded me of a huge prison stone-cell, only larger. All was 
massive, cold, rough, and wretched ; heaped up in dust and 
desolation, with the single redeeming trait of a good coal 
fire blazing away on the hearth, giving a fantastic form to 
the surrounding objects, as its flickering flames played in 
the smoke. My portmanteau and other effects were duly 
placed on the floor — that floor fashioned of coarse oak 
planks, innocent of rug or carpet, and rough as if just 
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hewn from its parent forest. The roof perfectly matched, 
being formed of heavy oak beams. Betsey set down the 
candle, and with a crusty "good night, sir," was about to 
make off, ere I should decline my bargain. " Stop a minute , 
Betsey." Now, nothing could have made one stay in this 
room, but a sort of obstinate feeling of opposition which 
has haunted me through life, and the thought that at least I 
should have peace and quiet, even though I sat up all 
night by the fire. After the noise and din of the Swans 
commercial saloon, this rude hut even seemed for the mo- 
ment a paradise. I love peace, and hate trouble. " It is 
only for one night," mused I, as I poked up the fire 
unconsciously with my silk umbrella. 

" This is a queer old place, girl, — are there no other 
lodgers in the house ? " 

M No, sir, you'll have it all to yourself. Our master's 
brother, a rich old miser, lived here all by hisself for sixty 
years, but two months ago— when taturs riz so — he blowed 
out his brains all about the place here with a pistol, one 
morning. Sich a mess he made ! See, sir, just where you 
stand ; there's all the stains yet of his blood and stuff. 
Good night, sir, you'll be very comfortable, no doubt. 
Shall you want to be called in the morning ? " 

Even this did not daunt me ; strong as I was in my 
third tumbler— God bless it ! " But, Betsey," said I, " if 
I'm all alone here, I shall choose to lock you out below, 
and have up the key." 

"Certainly, sir, come down arter me and fasten the 
door. When old Geoffrey lived here, two men was hanged 
for breaking into this very house. They 'd got his money, 
and had half strangled him ; when his cries brought the 
neighbours up, and they was taken* But 1 don't think 
you'll find it very lonesome. 1 * 
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I lighted my fair and instructive guide forth ; locked, 
bolted, and barred, the heavy outer door — performed the 
same ceremony to the door of my room ; looked into an 
empty corner closet, as well as under the bed ; listened at 
the casement for a moment to the groans of the night 
breeze, and to the dying echoes of Betsey's clogs, and then 
first thought of the necessity of making a voyage of dis- 
covery into the interior of the bed itself. The repast was 
very unsatisfactory. From the dilapidated tester of the 
massive old bedstead, " two hundred years of filth looked 
down upon me." The curtains had been once of crimson 
damask, — they now waved in the wind, mere broken rags 
of hue indescribable. The "tout ensemble" bedding, 
blankets, and sheets, had a fusty, musty taint; which, how- 
ever delicious it might have been to an antiquarian, so 
plainly spoke to my olfactory nerves as to the sordid and 
dirty habits of its last interesting occupant, that I at once 
resolved — it would not do, The little remaining furniture 
of the room was quite of the same character — ancient, 
ponderous, and worn to the skeleton, by time and use, 
and woodworms. I kicked a heavy chair to the front of 
the fire, and planting myself therein, with my feet almost 
on the embers, held a council of war,— the one sweet drop 
in the cup being the fact that the supply of fuel was a per- 
fect coal-mine, and that I was therefore at least not likely 
to be frozen to death. 

"Devilish queer work this !" said I to myself, aloud ; 
"a pretty cut-throat hole IVe put my foot in ! I must sit 
up here all night, that's clear. What a fool I was not to 
bring some more punch with me ! I shall never be able 
to sleep in this chair* I never could sleep in my whole 
life in coach, ship, chair, or steamboat. Nice quiet evening 
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I'm spending ! Not even a newspaper to read, and that 
old Geoffrey without his brains. Pah ! what an absurd 
story." At this moment an abrupt squeaking sound made 
me turn my head, and to my horror I saw a couple of 
large rats gnawing away at my portmanteau. I jumped 
up, but they made good their retreat to a great hole in the 
wainscotting. I stopt up the aperture with a bed pillow, 
and began to walk the quarter-deck, like a sailor keeping 
his watch. Of this, however, I soon tired, and bethought 
me that I yet possessed one resource ; so pulling out from 
my portmanteau my travelling chess board and chess men, 
I sat down to enjoy, with their assistance, the study of the 
last number of Saint Amant's Palamede, which I had 
received from Paris on my journey, and which, luckily, 
was a mine unexplored. 

As I looked over the classic instructions of Calvi, and 
worked out some of D'Orville's beautiful problems, I felt 
that chess was laying me under a fresh obligation, to be 
added to the many bonds in which she had already bound 
me. Was it nothing thus to wield a magic key, able ta 
open the fabled cavern of treasures explored by Ali Baba? 
Was it not immense, that setting time and place at de- 
fiance, I was thus enabled to abstract my thoughts from all 
the earth, even from old Geoffrey without his brains, and 
fix them upon the solution of some of the most brilliant 
enigmas which the mind of man can produce ? Yes, in- 
wardly did I vow never to relax in [my enthusiastic efforts 
to promote the general knowledge of a science so rich and 
varied as chess. Totally absorbed in the study before me, 
time flew quickly by. Problem after problem was un- 
riddled, opening after opening was scanned and critically 
analyzed. Chess would have found me in mental food till 
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daylight, had it not been for a fresh and most annoying 
contretemps. My candle, long since burnt down unheeded 
to the socket, now went suddenly out. Why had Betsey, 
the fool, not left me a second candle ? and why are not 
candles made to burn all night ? This last blow struck 
home to my heart, and I felt the more out of humour, 
having myself to blame for want of foresight Going into 
a passion will not, however, make either candles (or soap). 
I partly walked away my spleen by the glimmer of the 
fire, and with a sigh, abandoned all further struggle with 
my wretched destiny. " Human life itself is but a bubble 
and delusion,*' said I, as I seated myself moodily at my 
narrow window, and looked out upon the night. I was as 
sulky as Diogenes in his tub, and my tub was assuredly 
not the more comfortable of the two. 

I say I looked forth upon the night. The moon, pre- 
viously obscured, was now riding high in her silver chariot, 
masked at intervals by stormy wreaths of fleecy cloud, 
which swept rapidly across the heavens in varied shapes, 
impelled by the cold March winds. The light of the 
night-queen played fantastically upon the buildings below, 
colouring them with those brilliant tones of silver and 
ebony, so dear to the painter and the poet. Except 
myself, all York seemed at rest, and as I peered through 
the lattice, full down upon a very small and antique church 
facing my lair, 1 could fancy myself the one living being 
left to tenant ' the city of the dead. The clock of the 
cathedral tolled the hour of midnight, and its deep tones 
fell upon my soul with a soothing feeling of quiet sadness. 
No ruffled emotion remained in my breast, but all within 
became calm and quiet as the moonlight scene without. I 
watched the old church as it slumbered in its silver hue, 
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and fell into a train of sombre, but not unpleasing me- 
ditation. 

All who are acquainted with York, know that there 
remains in its streets, a number of tiny gothic churches, 
sorrowing relics of those times when York lorded it oyer 
the north, in all the pomp and glitter of the brightest days 
of Rome's brilliant church. These venerable remains of 
the bygone dynasty are of various periods, and their archi- 
tecture proportionally antique and bizarre. Perhaps, in 
all York, the most odd-looking of this odd church family, 
was the building now " en face.** Its Gothic square tower, 
pointed at every angle with broken heads and limbs of 
griffins, owls, and satyrs, yet reared its head on high, as if 
to testify to the shame heaped upon the Protestant Re- 
formation by the excesses of its Puritan mob-kings. The 
body of the church was ridiculously small, compared with 
the tower, resembling a child or dwarf with an enormous 
head, but similarly adorned with shivered and tattered 
relics of most quaint and able carving. The pitcher was 
" broken at the fountain," but its fragments yet spoke of 
the master hand who had originally fashioned it from the 
clay and the quarry. In truth, this humble church had 
once formed a part of that celebrated convent of nuns, 
dedicated to Santa Dominica, as early as the thirteenth 
century. The convent itself has long since vanished from 
earth, buttress and refectory, cell and keep ; its site now 
covered with the busy haunts of bustling worldlings; but 
the church yet survives the shock, and stands proudly forth 
like a landmark to say the tempest has passed that way, 
and may return — nodding slowly, though, to its downfall, 
through the several centuries of time it has yet force to 
encounter, each enemy stripping its hoary head of soma 
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one yet remaining lock of silver hair. At the time of 
these, my musings, lighted up by the moonbeams, that wan 
church seemed to meet my gaze with the sadness of one 
doomed, with numbered days, to abide the common lot of 
all. Surely to the reflective mind there is a link of 
sentient brotherhood between man and a building like 
this — the offspring of man, the wonder of his hands, the 
child of his old age. " Why, O Plato," asked a disciple, 
u should'st thou be sad at the thoughts of death, knowing 
that no act or reflection of thine can avert its blow, and 
that its coming may not be retarded beyond the appointed 
time." "And for that very reason am I sad," replied 
honest Plato. 

How grand were the conceptions of the feudal ages ! — 
and how strikingly analogous to the then social condition 
of man ! There was no middle class recognized, either in 
buildings, or nations, or men, or arts. Palaces, castles, and 
huts, were fashioned, but houses were not. Robes of 
ermine and gold brocade were woven, but between them 
and the rude untanned sheepskin was there but little 
interval. Cathedrals towered to the clouds, but the churches 
were so narrow! Kings, and barons, and knights, and 
bishops, walked the land, and the remainder were serfs, 
and peasants, and swineherds ! Glory to the Luther re- 
volution, which saw the " tiers Hat " arise from its cou- 
chant, trampled-down, posture, and erect its form for ever 
in the face of heaven, with the proud bearing of an equality 
which never again can be blotted out from the estate of man. 
I repeat that in the feudal times all was grand, majestic, 
godlike, dwarfish, puny, and insignificant. Truly it may 
be said, that in this slender church before me, La Santa 
Dominica was most humbly lodged 1 Better surely for the 
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proud city of Eboracum in which I now breathe, to have 
had two cathedrals like her one portly pile, than the six 
and thirty churches yet existing ! Such were the thoughts 
which chased each other across my brain as I gazed upon 
the shrine of Santa Dominica, with its narrow windows and 
its one low-browed portal. 

And now I am coming to the inexplicable part of my 
rambling narrative, but I own I feel much lingering hesi- 
tation at writing it down beyond the reach of recall, Tkis 
is the age of scoffers, Man, as he becomes older on the 
earth, instead of growing humble from the increased con- 
viction of his nothingness, derived from matured ex- 
perience, bronzes more and more in unbelief those fine and 
delicate feelings, without which this world were a mere 
compound of the shopkeepers' exchange, and the sexton's 
charnel-house. Man himself, man in the gross, the mass, 
the species, becomes more and more sceptical, and more 
and more tyrannical ; not satisfied to enjoy in liberty his 
own unbelief, without he crush down and extinguish also 
the creed of those who conscientiously differ with his 
pompous and self-arrogant conclusions. Man coolly now 
assumes he knows every thing. He can tell you why the 
stars revolve in their several orbits, and account (as he 
thinks) for the most mysterious operations of the great 
unknown. All who differ with him are " fools" or " mad- 
men/* Man, insect man, in his egregious vanity, eager to 
account for every thing he sees, for the most hidden 
mysteries of a wondrous unknown, sets up for himself tables 
of dirt, and dross, and sand, and mirey clay, which he 
arrogantly styles the " laws of nature and woe and ana- 
thema unto those who will not bend the knee to his 
sculptured image— who cannot and may not frame their 
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spiech to lisp his shibboleth. But on my pen — all armed 
as ihou art in the holy mail of truth, why should the carp 
of tie sneerer stay thee ? On my pen in thine own plain 
path Record what mine eyes have seen — mine ears heard. 
Be tiou strong, my heart, ever thus in the simplicity of 
thy truthfulness. Moses conversed face to face with his 
glorbus Maker in the burning bush of Jethro, but felt no 
heat from its burning yellow flames. He humbly doffed 
his sandals, though, for that the ground whereon he stood 
was holy before the Lord. A philosopher of the nineteenth 
century would have put his hat on ! 



CHAPTER II. 

I have said that I looked wistfully and eagerly upon the 
small church of Santa Dominica now before me, upon its 
lofty square tower and massive spires, its lowly framed arched 
windows, its solitary and narrow door. Upon all this did 
I bend my stedfast and earnest gaze, as if drawn thereunto 
by some irresistible-magic spell of fascination. Long did I 
gaze, long did I look, when suddenly by the paley gleam 
of the moonbeams, I distinctly saw the figure of a man come 
out alone from the church, by the narrow door, and cross 
the street with quiet, nay, noiseless tread. What was that 
to me ? I cannot say, but yet my heart throbbed like the 
moving spirit of some huge steam engine. " As well might 
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a man come forth from a church as from a house/ 1 whis- 
pered reason, but she whispered in vain. What could a 
man be doing in that old church at midnight ? Did he live 
there ? My church and I had formed a friendship, and 
made up together in tite & tSte a quiet party, why should 
a third person come between us ? — whence arose this in- 
truder to break in upon our meditative colloquy ? Had 
old Geoffrey his burial place in that church, without his 
brains, and did he roam in quest of them ? Was some 
hungry antiquarian ravaging shrine and grave, and bearing 
off the relics of the glorious dead as trophies ? Ten thou- 
sand suppositions flashed across my brain at once, and yet 
I must say I felt — the violent throbbing of my heart apart — 
curious, and calculative as to what that being could have 
been doing there. As the man crossed the street, I had an 
imperfect view of his figure. He appeared to be tall, and 
much enveloped in drapery. What was the man to me ? 
What is the church to me ? — let me think of something 
else. But how noiselessly he moved — there must have been 
some secret, some mystery, and if so, most probably some 
crime. The man had no light; what then could he 
do in that church at this wild hour ? There is no sound 
in the street, no footfall on the pavement, the silence of the 
night remains profound and unbroken. Most inexplicable 
is this. Do the dead rise from their graves, as the orientals 
believe, to keep fiendish sabbath with the gouls and evil 
spirits ? 

Psha ! what nonsense. I could believe the whole to be 
a delusion, and that my eyes were indeed " made the fools 
of my other senses " — but no, there can be no delusion, in 
one thing I cannot be mistaken, that stares me palpably in 
the face, the church door remains open. Yes, the church 
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doer during this interval of but some twenty seconds of 
timt, had remained wide open, and now closed noislessly 
as oi itself even while I continued to gaze. But was there 
then a second man in the church ? Who could shut the 
door \ Was that old pile frequented by robbers ? This 
was a tangible danger, a horrible idea, situated as I was in 
that Tile lone house ; this I say came home to me. Rob- 
bers, and if so, murderers ; crime and solitude and mystery 
linked hand in hand. My heart beat audibly, and louder 
and yet louder. If they were robbers was I safe, alone and 
unprotected ? Was I quite sure I had fastened the outer 
door below? But why should I be singled out? The 
maddest thoughts flashed across my brain, and suddenly 
my heart beat to all but suffocation, — I distinctly heard the 
tramp of a heavy foot coming up the stair. 

I had no weapon of defence, should the visit be one of 
violence or blood. I grasped the chair-back convulsively 
with my hands, and transfixed to the spot abode the result. 
The feelings of that moment, man could hardly endure 
twice and yet live. At ordinary times I am not the least 
superstitious — now, I am not ashamed to confess, my 
thoughts were upon old Geoffrey, the miser, without his 
brains. The agony of suspense was maddening, the heavy 
foot-tramp was at the door. I drew myself up, self-manned 
as well as I might be, on the instant. " In thee, O Lord, 
do I put my trust,' 1 murmured my quivering lips. 

The door suddenly flew open, a man stood on the thres- 
hold — he gravely advanced, and placed himself before me. 
A century of time seemed to pass in one moment ; but that 
one moment so far reassured me, that the horrible state of 
mental torture just endured was partially calmed down. I 
felt wonderfully supported from within, and enabled to 
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confront my mysterious visitor, with something approach- 
ing to self-possession. 

To the last hour of my life never can I forget one single 
trait of the majestic and grand figure I now looked on, 
lighted up with a brilliant light which streamed into the 
room, and pervaded its darkest niches with the golden lustre 
of brightness, almost resembling that of the meridian sun. 
Such was the dignified majesty of the intruder, I could have 
knelt and adored. It seemed as if the old days had returned, 
when the children of heaven walked upon earth, and mixed 
familiarly with the sons and daughters of men. I might 
perhaps illustrate my feeble description by simply com- 
paring The Man to one of Titian's glorious cavalier por- 
traits just stepped out of its frame. Tall and majestic of 
presence, with high and commanding look, every action, 
every gesture, every motion, was that of proud acknow- 
ledged authority, but of authority tempered by love and 
kindness, softness and benevolence. The man or angel 
{demon I felt he was not) appeared to be about forty years 
of age. He wore neither beard, whisker, nor moustache, 
but long auburn ringlets of hair streamed d-wn his back, 
such as a fond woman might well love to caress. His eyes 
were dark as the raven's wing, and seemed to search, with 
their penetrating glances, into the very marrow of my 
bones. A purple cloak of velvet hung from his shoulder, 
half-covering a black velvet antique tight fitting dress. 
His hands were covered with gloves of buff leather, with 
ruffles of point lace ; and a capacious point lace collar fell 
over his cloak. The whole of his dress and accoutrements 
were fresh and bright, as if but now newly donned. Without 
regular armour, a short sword was dependent at his side ; his 
heavy boots bore the golden spurs of a knight. The velvet 
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flopping hat and large ostrich plume of white feathers com- 
pleted almost the exact simile of that portrait of Manuel 
de Gondoza, by Murillo, which I once saw in the Spanish 
King's gallery at Madrid. It is almost unnecessary to say 
that these various, and it may be thought trifling peculiarities, 
were rather gathered together by my astonished senses 
during the coming hours of this dread visitation than at this 
my first view ; for indeed, even now, partially calmed as 
were my perturbed senses, my tongue seemed to cleave 
to the roof of my mouth, and the hair of my head to stand 
up like that of Job, when in the night, a Spirit of the Lord 
passed before him. My awful visitor smiled, and his smile 
chased away partially terror from my mind, as the early 
rays of the sun drive off the mists from the mountain top. 
He spoke, and his words fell with pleasing distinctness on 
my sense of hearing. His voice was deep, clear, and low, 
resembling the melody of running waters, or the humming 
of bees in a flowery vale. 

" Peace be upon thee," murmured the man, with another 
benign smile of assurance of safety — " the peace of the 
Lord God be on thee and around thee — for verily His ways 
are wonderful, and His providence inscrutable. Peace be 
on thee and on thine, and fear me not, O Alfred Graham, 
for I come but to beg a boon — easy of granting to thee — 
but to me the most precious pearl ever dropped by the 
grace of God to satisfy the hungry and yearning soul — 
crying out in her long, long desolation." 

For my life I could not understand the meaning of these 
mysterious words. What could he want of me ? and how 
did he know my name was Alfred Graham ? 

I muttered something, I know not what in reply, and 
the man repeated something like the same words. Fear 
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is, I believe, chiefly made up of surprise. All soldiers feel 
inclined to run away the first battle, as Murat turned his 
back once to the Turks in Egypt. I found, that although 
he looked upon me, I lived, and the man's courteous 
demeanor could not be misinterpreted. I could have 
knelt down and worshipped him, but I no longer feared 
him. 

" What would you with me, dread form — man or angel 
— say ? Why comest thou here ?" The audible sound of 
my own voice completed my full restoration to self- 
possession. 

The noble cavalier glanced round the room, and in the 
light of the brilliant halo which continued to fill up all 
surrounding space, his eyes fell with a look of especial 
meaning on my chess board and chess men. 

" You, Alfred Graham," said he, " are a chess player— 
a chess enthusiast — strong in the game, as earnest for 
its practice and advancement. I too, am, or was, a 
zealous chess player, one rarely, if ever, conquered in 
ray day. Know in me Sir Bertrand de Kendale, re- 
nowned in the battle, the tournay, and the courtly hall. 
Know me, moreover I repeat, at the present moment, as a 
suppliant to thee to beg the deepest act of grace — the 
kindest favour ever bestowed by man on man. Wilt thou 
play a game of chess with me ? " 

And with a graceful air of lofty smiling courtesy, Sir 
Bertrand signed me, with uplifted arm, to approach the 
table, deliberately taking a chair by the fire, seating him- 
self, and proceeding to arrange the pieces, as comfortable 
and as much at home, apparently, as though we had been 
in the London Chess Club. I followed his example 
mechanically, for the very name of chess was, to me, the 
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sound of the trumpet to the battle field — the shoutings of 
the strife to the war horse. I seated myself en regie, 
moving, though, like one in a dreamy state of semi-con- 
sciousness, as well indeed I might — the whole thing being 
so sudden — so unlooked for — so extravagant to my appre- 
hensions — so opposed to all pre -resolved opinions of spiritual 
and corporeal essence. The common vulgar ghost of a 
novel can be imagined ; but here was a man seemingly as 
much in the flesh as myself, requiring a chair to sit down 
upon, acting in his frame upon the laws of sound and 
motion exactly as I did — his boots creaking on the floor — 
his plumes waving a solid substance in the wind — his grasp 
encircling the chess pieces. The whole presented a 
problem which, to solve, would have required powers not 
human. I did a wiser thing than to reason at all about 
the matter, for I put my chess men in battle array, though 
I cannot deny but that there even yet existed a curious 
feeling of flutter about my heart, which I tried hard to 
swallow down. 

" Will you play chess with me ?" repeated Sir Bertrand, 
with his ineffable smile. " I will ! " cried I boldly, and 
with pleasure." (God bless that third tumbler of punch, 
I wish I had its sister here! — this thought was en passant.) 
" I will play with you, be you what you may, if you will 
swear by the great God, you come to me in His name, and 
intend me no harm !" " In God's name indeed do I come,'* 
answered he, "and this do I swear; nor can aught of harm 
happen to thee, although thou art mysteriously marked out 
to be the instrument of my redemption — to snatch me as 
a brand from the fire." 

" Then play away !" cried I. All doubt was dismissed, 
and my heart beat high with hopes of conquest. To 
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overcome a man is something, but (argued I internally) to 
conquer this stately knight, come he from where he may, 
would be indeed a laurel for my brow. I say I felt no 
fear now. Set a veteran chess player before a board, and 
he cares neither for fiend nor fairy. I felt additional 
comfort, as I saw the wondrous light with which we were 
illuminated, had neither ghost-blue tinge nor scent of 
brimstone, and glancing downward upon Sir Bertrand's 
comely limbs and glittering spurs, felt reasonably assured 
no cloven foot could dwell so gaily attired. Puerile as are 
these reflections, they really crossed the mirror of my 
mind. Man is a thing compounded of great and little — of 
soul etherial, and flesh corruptible — of diamonds and mud. 
Every lofty thought of man's mind is coupled closely in 
connection with some puerile trifle. But I am getting 
into a Victor Hugo line of meditation, and so let us on. 

Our game of chess commenced in solemn silence. I 
seemed thus inclined to " let well alone," not anxious to 
enter into conversation, upon the same principle which 
would prevent one's speaking to a lion if shut up in the 
same cage, and bewildered still at finding oneself in safety. 
Three or four moves on each side were thus played, of a 
routine description, my eyes dwelling sedulously on the 
board. Why do I dwell upon these petty details? I 
know not, anymore than I know why I repeat ray adven- 
ture at all. My pen seems to move under other guidance 
than my own, and I must write down all which presents 
itself. Sir Bertrand evidently knew the openings of chess. 
Our debut was the Giuoco Piano. Wishing presently to 
castle, my courteous opponent, to my momentary surprise, 
placed his king on rook's square, and seated the rook on 
the monarch's vacated throne. This mode of castling 
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would have broken up my position presently. It was not 
to be permitted. If we are playing chess, its rules must 
be maintained, by powers celestial or terrestial. 

" That mode of castling is not now practised," said I 
quietly, but firmly. " It is the Italian rule, but nous 
avons change tout cela, and the license has been restricted 
in England and France 200 years, to Greco's plan, termed 
now, by our learned, the Calabrian method ; permit me" — 
and so saying I replaced his pieces, and shewed him how 
we castle. 

w And is that really the only shape in which it is now 
permitted to castle?" asked Sir Bertrand, in a sort of 
surprise, as it seemed at least to me. 

" It is, Sir Knight," replied I. — " Such is even indeed 
our law, and playing in England you will, I presume, con- 
form to the rules of the country." "Certainly," rejoined my 
antagonist, " I cannot object, though unprepared for the 
change. One positive and regulated plan of castling, uni- 
versally adopted, presents, I own, its advantages. In my 
time we could castle in a dozen different modes." 

" And when was your time, if I may ask ' sans indiscre- 
tion,' " said I, boldly. Truth to tell, the man-angel spoke 
so blandly, and smiled in so fascinating a manner, that I 
resolved, if he were even the great lord of darkness him- 
self, to be strong in my " rights of man." It may well be 
asked whether there are not now on earth, beings as strong 
everyway as those of Hades. This " en philosophef 
however. 

" My time !" answered Sir Bertrand mournfully, looking 
around the room: "yon oaken-carved chimney — once so 
fresh and bright — was built at my command. What date 
bears it?" 
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I arose, and pored upon the old wood, till I made out the 
date of 1584, grimly carved on its blackened beams. I 
resumed my seat. 

" Fifteen hundred, eighty and four ! " continued my 
visitor — "two hundred and fifty years! and I still on 
earth, with the curse of my crime upon me ! My time ! 
It was indeed a time — but soon I bless God to cease, and 
r esolve into eternity." 

If he were the devil, thought I, he would not bless God, 
but yet he speaks of crime. He replied to my unsaid re- 
flection. — " Fear me not, I again say, O lover of chess — I 
am no malign or evil spirit, but a most miserable sinner, 
left on earth to expiate a most awful crime. Oh ! indeed, 
ought I now to be prostrate at thy knees, bathing thy 
feet with tears for God's unutterrable mercies, now vouch- 
safed to me, through thee, his special agent," 

"But what sin did you commit?" asked I. "What 
crime could you have worked on earth to bring upon you 
these things ? " 

" Of that hereafter, my friend," said he with a deep 
sigh, as if his heart were breaking. " Of that hereafter. 
Dread was my crime, and dread its punishment. But oh ! 
how beautiful she was ? 

"Who was so beautiful?" cried I. Man is a being so 
disgustingly curious! 

" Question me not, at least not now. Play out our 
game. 

I was quite impatient with curiosity to penetrate this 
mystery further. How sweet must have been the apple 
Eve took from the serpent ! All the beauties of the 
sixteenth century that I had ever read of, with Mary Stuart 
at their head, were floating in my imagination. Which could 
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it have been ? thought I. I repressed my enquiring spirit 
for the moment, resolved to watch a more favourable op- 
portunity to put a few questions. Reverting then to the 
chess game, I simply asked— 

"And how like you our mode of castling? — Some of 
our chief players think it would be better to revert to the 
Italian method, and abandon the standard of Greco.** 

" Both ways, friend," said he, " have their own peculiar 
advantages. In the fruits it yields, your plan is probably 
even the more attacking, since the irresistible force of 
our ancient form, placed the acceptance of the gambit 
out of the question, restricting our game almost wholly 
to the Giuoco Piano, to the exclusion of the tens of 
hundreds of brilliant debuts, I at once see must arise 
from limiting the license of castling to the Calabrian 
method. When I played with Paolo Boi" 

" He has played with Paolo Boi ! " 

" When I played with Paolo Boi," continued the gallant 
knight, unheeding my interruption, "on the memorable 
occasion of his visiting my good lord and patron, the Earl of 
Northumberland, in whose castle halls I was then the 
favourite page, he played nothing but the gambit, chival- 
rously maintaining that assault against players of every 
country, and even against the famed Leonardo, in their 
great match, celebrated, as you know, by Salvio, of Naples 
Of a truth had this new plan of castling been then in 
vogue, the Syracusian champion had added fresh weight 
to a blade, the sharpest, as it was, of all I ever felt or faced 
in chess. Be satisfied ye players of the present time, to 
castle as ye now do. Had your plan not been considered 
an improvement, it could hardly have superseded our 
antique fashion. But play on friend Alfred, for my soul 
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wearies of this dim mortality, and pants to be resolved 
into its own bright etherial essence. Play on then." 

So we continued our game, and whether it was that he 
treated the school of the moderns with that contempt in 
which old men so unjustly at times hold young men, or 
whether it was to be attributed to his skill having a 
little rusted from being out of practice, (two hundred 
and fifty years font des vacances diablement longues /), I 
certainly got him fixed, presently, in a position of con- 
siderable difficulty, and worked hard for the honour of 
England, to impress my opponent with a favourable notion 
of the chess powers of her sons. My temples glowed, my 
brain throbbed with excitement, and with the anticipation 
of meriting the car of the triumphant. Suddenly the 
scene shifted. Sir Bertrand carved out a splendid sort of 
coup, turning on several forced changes, atrociously difficult 
to calculate in their results ; and a perfect equality of 
position was restored. Both of us now seemed alike in- 
terested in the fray. We played slowly, and studied the 
varying kaleidoscope hues of the game analytically and 
intensely. I was perfectly carried away with the feelings 
of excitement, engendered by the mysterious features of 
the visit, and resolutely persisted (I hope it will be allowed 
to my credit) in abstracting my thoughts from all but the 
board before me, enabling myself thereby to give my whole 
skill and energies to the game. I treated my opponent 
now, in short, as though he had been one " of the club." 

Writing subsequently as an old chess player, and a de- 
termined lover ot truth in chess (which should ever be the 
game of truth), I must declare, on retrospection, that the 
stranger's play was remarkably fine, his game being quite 
in the high style of Labourdonnais or Maedonnell, as to 
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invention in the improvement of incipient attack, and 
resource under heavy pressure. Even as I played, I thought 
of the story of Tartini playing the fiddle with the Devil in 
a dream, and writing down such snatches of the Sonata, as 
he could recollect when awakened ; and I, who was not in 
a dream, resolved at least to note down the various moves 
and phases of the eventful game I was conducting. Alas ! 
vain are indeed the hopes of man. The whole game faded 
subsequent to its finish, from my memory, like the pano- 
rama of a beautiful mountain country, growing dim and 
more dim as the sun descends in the west, until quite 
obscured and devoured by the black shadows of night, I 
know we played the " Giuoco piano," and saving the fact 
of my being conquered, that is all I know about the 
matter. But in declaring Sir Bertrand to be the conqueror, 
I partially anticipate — the common fault of all sanguine 
minds. 

Yes, I lost the game. For an hour did I fight it out 
with the very pertinacity of an English bull dog ; but at 
the expiration of that time, I was fain to bow philosophi- 
cally to my fate, and pass under the Caudine forks of the 
conquering army. My defence had been gallant, though 
unsuccessful. The game was lost, but honour remained. 
I omit much of the interesting conversation which graced 
the play of my noble opponent. In truth a great portion 
of it faded away from my recollection, as did the moves of 
the game. One thing I shall never forget. I was check- 
mated. " You play a very strong game of chess," said Sir 
Bertrand. "May chess never cost you what it has cost me. 
May you have strength to rule your enthusiasm for this 
bewitching game, so that it lead you neither to crime, nor 
to enervating indolence— the mother of crime. Meanwhile 
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the blessings of a burdened soul be on thee for ever, both 
through time and eternity. Joy, joy to me-— the spell is 
broken — I am ransomed from my captivity, and earth gives 
place to Heaven. Adela — dear Adela — to thee I come — 
in those blest and shining regions, where thou hast long 
since been received an angel of purity and light." 

Sir Bertrand pressed his hands on his forehead, for all 
the world just as mortal man would have done. I momen- 
tarily expected the roof of the room would open, and that 
expanding some gorgeous cherub pair of golden wings, he 
would at once rise to the habitations of the blessed. 
Curiosity burned in my heart, and I could not restrain 
speaking. 

" But," said I, *' in what can a creature like me have served 
thee ? In what may humble man minister to him whose 
very presence denotes the immortal ?" I spoke earnestly 
and wishfully. The stranger hesitated as he answered, and 
his words fell in broken syllables. 

" Man," solemnly said he, " Man may not presume to 
pry into the counsels of the eternal — to seek to fathom the 
ways of Him who is the end and the beginning — who rides 
on the whirlwind — and wields the storm-fire. Between 
you and me is the great gulph — death. Who but myself 
has been permitted to re-cross its waters ? Two hundred 
and fifty long years have seen me an exile from my home- — 
a dweller in the rocks — working out in silent resignation, 
a doom whose end I knew not. Now do I indeed recognise 
that the first of virtues is resignation, and an humble 
bending of the rebellious knee to the divine will of God. 
Happy, thrice happy am I in at length being permitted to 
attain the distant goal — the blessed land of immortal peace, 
and happy, ever happy be thou, Alfred my redeemer, in 
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having been appointed to be the light to lighten my dark- 
ness — the regenerator of my wondrous destiny." 

At this moment, the heavy bell of York Minster tolled 
the hour of three, and the sadness of my heart increased 
at the idea that my now sainted visitor was about to leave 
me, as it seemed, his existence unaccounted for — his mys- 
terious coming unexplained. Again I say, that man is a 
most enquiring animal. I made a desperate effort, and 
spoke boldly out. 

"Spirit of air — denizen of earth — Sir Bertrand, or 
whatever name thou bearest, tarry yet the speaking of a 
single word. I am in darkness, and would fain be 
enlightened. A mighty mystery has been presented to 
me ; is it altogether unnatural that I should wish to unfold 
its mazes ? Bear then with the infirmity of my human 
nature, and deal tenderly with this, my weakness. Once, 
if not now, thou too wert in the flesh, and brother should 
sympathize with brother. Before the throne of God all 
are equal. Thou avowest, thankfully, a sense of deep 
obligation, wherefore I, in my blindness, know not, and 
yet thou would'st leave me for life a prey to the speculative 
amazement growing out of this wondrous visit. And 
thou too wert once a child of Adam also ! Is this mystery 
not unjust ? May not the craving soul be satisfied ? Art 
thou forbidden to be clear in thy speech ? Speak, O speak, 
I adjure thee by the Lord of the hill and the cloud — by 
the Maker of the earth and its waters. Who and what 
art thou ? Whither dost thou come ? and wherefore dost 
thou go ? Speak ! I beg — I implore thee !" 

Very earnest and impassioned was this my speech. In 
truth, I felt that I had a moral right to slake my thirst 
upon this occasion, at the fountain — acquired through being, 
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in however inexplicable a manner, the party avowedly con- 
ferring an obligation, though what obligation there could 
be in playing a game of chess was a riddle, which to solve 
would have puzzled jEdipus himself! 

Sir Bertrand's heavenly smile played across his face. 
He had arisen from his chair, but now reseated himself. 
His fine features were lighted up with the kindly spirit of 
one far above man — though it might be a little lower than 
the angels. His words fell upon my eager senses like the 
softest zephyrs of the west, — playing on a summer's eve, 
amid the orange groves of Italy. 

" Of a truth," said he, " thou puttest but a fair query, 
and though it cause me to stay yet a while longer upon 
this hated earth, I feel I may not reasonably baulk the 
frank questioning of the spirit that burns within thee. 
Something will I then say relative to the past — to my own 
past life, though I can but trace its outline, for it is for- 
bidden me to do more. On the future I am silent, for 
the future is sealed unto all the children of earth, by the 
especial will of their creator. Listen, Alfred Graham, to 
a passage of the fortunes and life of Sir Bertrand de Ken- 
dale, and may'st thou profit by what thou nearest ! 

" Attached, as a page, to the fortunes of the gallant Lord 
of Northumberland, my early life flowed on like one long 
happy dream. Parentage, descent, kith, kin, and estate, 
are foreign now to my history ; but never came there to 
Britain a strain of more lofty Norman blood to rule it over 
the Saxon churls of the land, than that which flowed in, 
the veins of the ancestors of Bertrand de Kendale. But 
all this is vanity. My ambition was to make myself a 
name ; to write my title on the rolls of fame; to live to 
posterity as the gallant Norman chief; to exist through 
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all time, as something that had really been. Here on 
earth, then, my heaven was the tournay, the battle-field, 
the chamber of study, the bower of the banquet, the hall 
of song, for there — there— did I breathe the same balmy 
air as the beauteous Adela, my noble patron's daughter. 
Why did we love ? Why did we meet ? Were we to 
blame, if our kindred souls recognised in each other the 
heavenly particle sought from all eternity ? I may say this 
now. Well, we loved in all the strong love of that brave 
olden time. As page and squire my probation passed, 
and in a well stricken field of war in Spain the golden spurs 
of knighthood were buckled on my heels by my own dear 
Lord. For a moment — a brief moment — it seemed as if 
fate was removing those barriers of rank and condition 
which sundered Adela and Bertrand. Vain delusion ! 
On this I dwell not. Merit and talent can stop the torrent 
of the ocean, and tear the craggy rock from its granite 
base ; but they seek in vain to overleap the conventional 
barriers of puny man, in what he terms his social system. 
Black night fell upon our sunshine — confidence was 
broken — jealous meddlers came around us — we were be- 
trayed — and torn for ever from me, my Adela was im- 
mured for life, here, in the Convent of Santa Dominica, — 
compelled in a half-maddened state to pronounce those 
vows, and assume that veil, which made her indeed the 
blessed bride of Christ, but which severed our loves for 
ever. At least so it seemed. Tortures tore my brain. I 
sought to die, but could not. Far — far away, in other 
lands, beneath the sun- burnt banners of Arragon and 
Allemaine, did I seek on many a battle-field the death 
elsewhere denied me. But in vain. I had that within, 
which would not let me die. A sudden resolution came 

£ 
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over me. I could no longer contend with my destiny. I 
flung down my sword and returned to England, taking up 
my abode in this very house here in York, in which we now 
meet. Why did I make it my dwelling ? Ah ! thy heart doubt- 
less anticipates my reply — from this very chamber could I, 
and did I — gaze, day after day, and night after night, upon 
the shrine of my worship — the casket that held my pearl so 
priceless — the convent towers of Santa Dominica. Why 
did I this ? Oh! ask the waves why, century after century, 
they beat on the rugged rocks, as if to win them to their 
embrace, and age after age failing, yet do those waves beat 
on ! Years passed thus, and if not happy, I was content, 
or at least outwardly so. Within was the never-dying 
worm ; but outwardly, the world saw but the gallant bear- 
ing of the renowned Sir Bertrand. None but the burning 
spirit of my soul was in possession of my secret. I bided 
patiently my time. My sole aim was but to clasp for a 
moment my adored Adela to my burning breast—and then, 
with her, to die in one embrace. Years, I say, passed 
thus. My Adela now was Lady Abbess, by virtue of her 
broad lands and noble kin, but nothing I heard of her 
having thus won rank and sanctity could make me doubt 
her constancy. The faith of true love — of love like mine — 
is vast as ocean. I felt that on earth the Abbess of Santa 
Dominica was but a blighted and most sorrowing wreck. 
I may not dwell on these souvenirs. With exalted rank, 
the holy Abbess had acquired the liberty which waits on 
power. We interchanged a look — nay, a scroll. Our 
plan was formed, and disguised as a learned Doctor of 
Laws, in an evil hour, I gained access to the convent, under 
pretence of teaching the noble Abbess the game of chess, 
as a pastime to wile away her idle hours. The leech of 
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the convent was blinded by my Adela, and declared similar 
earned recreation to be essential to the lady's health. We 
met — in that word how much is expressed. My visits 
were daily, during long periods of several consecutive 
hours. Our secret was well kept. To the world around, 
we were the sainted abbess and the erudite chess professor; 
to each other, we were Adela and Bertrand. Why need I 
dwell on this ? She was now the spouse of Heaven, but 
had not her prior troth been plighted to me ? And was she 
not my bride by every moral tie ? Enough. I taught her 
chess, indeed — but I taught her also something else — I 
taught her love — passionate, burning, earthly love. Oh! this 
was heavy sin ! Mother of God pray for me ! — but so it 
was, foul was our crime — but soon followed its punishment. 
Let not vain weak man presume to think he can mock at 
Heaven with impunity. The flock of Christ had lost its 
virgin lamb, but the wolf within the sheep-fold might not 
flee away unscathed. No thought indeed had I of flight. 
My sole thought was of Adela ! Time passed — the hour 
of retribution struck. A prying Bishop, on a visitation, 
discovered our secret. How, or when, I knew not. The 
blood of that proud priest streamed over my sword ; but 
all was unfolded, and my revenge was worse than useless. 
Our crime was known — was published to all. The very 
demons of hell might have had mercy on the innocence of 
my Adela — but man is worse than the fiend, for he knows 
no mercy to his fellow. The synod met, the magnates of 
the land sate in judgment. Sentenced to be buried alive, 
bodily, with my Adela, within four cold stone walls — dark, 
narrow, and massive — there to die miserably of famine. Did 
I blench, craven-like, from my fate, and bow the knee for 
mercy? No! I believed that the judgments of Heaven 
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might not altogether resemble those of men, and I laughed 
my judges to scorn. The demon of pride hardened my 
heart, and I gloried in sharing aught that might be the 
portion and punishment of my beloved Adela. When the 
slow rising stones had encircled us, and utter darkness 
reigned round and about — when the last expiring sounds 
of the workmens' hammers conveyed to us the adieus of 
earth, still, heart to heart, did we enfold each other, and 
the death agony which finally ensued after long, long, 
hours of suffering, too hideous to anatomize, for us brought 
but the one piercing pang, that at last one had come with 
real power to sunder us. A voice within bids me here be 
silent. After death comes judgment — but God judges not as 
man. I may not — I dare not — I will not — dilate too freely 
on these mysteries, for mortal man could not hear and live. 
Pardon — free, glorious, pardon — was my Maker's merciful 
boon to Adela ; who rose at once from her shroud of clay 
and stone, to dwell for ever a seraph in the realms of light. 
For me, alas ! my hand was red with the heart's blood of 
the bishop — a hard man it might be — but a sworn servant 
of the church, and one of its annointed rulers. Thou shalt 
not kill, — that awful mandate of the Mountain Sinai had 
been violated, and poorly might the excuses of mortal frailty 
avail in self-defence. But oh ! the mercies of God, how 
light are his chastenings compared with our deserts. That 
doom I then thought so fearful, I see now was indeed light 
benignant. Hard, very hard, was I, in the pride of worldly 
knowledge, and fitting was it that my soul should be purged 
of its vanity, ere it could wear the mantle of heaven's 
humility, and be qualified for more glorious aspirings. 
Chess, especially, had been my means of crime — chess was 
justly made my punishment. Sentenced was I to tarry on 
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earth, unseen of man, until some inhabitant of this very 
house (the house in which I had myself dwelt, and formed 
my plans to estrange a nun from her vows) should play a 
game of chess here with me. Then should my penance be 
consummated, my salvation achieved, my crime expiated. This 
blessed event has finally come to pass. The sun of righte- 
ousness has risen, with healing on his wings; and the 
storms of darkness are for ever dispersed. Year after year, 
century after century, have passed away in my pining 
solitude, and fain was I to believe my weird would endure 
for ever. Still was I blind to the adorable ways and wis- 
dom of Providence. But my heart was softened ; and ray 
sole meditations were of prayer and supplication to him 
who dwelleth on the throne of thrones. My time was spent 
within the narrow walls of yonder church, unseen of men, 
but viewed doubtless by him before whose piercing ken a 
sparrow may not fall to the ground unnoted. No chess 
players resided in York, few came there for even an hour's 
visit. Of those who came, none crossed this lowly antique 
dwelling. Still I prayed on, still I besought forgiveness. 
The tempter sought to thrust into my brain doubts of the 
mercy and wisdom of the infinite ; but I drove him back to 
his darksome caves with scorn. At length my prayers are 
heard — at length is the fullness of time come. Thou, 
Alfred Graham, hast played with me the long appointed 
chess game, and I am an immortal spirit, shedding blessings 
on chess, and on thee, to the remotest hour of time." 

Sir Bertrand was silent. I cannot express my thoughts* 
But I seemed urged to speak in my folly, and speak I did ac- 
cordingly. During the whole of his prolix narrative, strange 
as it may seem, one thought had been paramount, and 
thought now expressed itself in words. 
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" But, Sir Knight," said I, " after all, you have not paid 
so very dearly, considering that you obtained the object of 
your wishes. Me thinks that fair abbess of yours was well 
worth " 

" Silence !" interrupted Sir Bertrand, somewhat sternly. 

" Silence, weak ignorant man, dare not to pry into mysteries 

beyond thy comprehension. Be our interview of this night 

borne in upon thy mind, to be ever present as a warning, 

a beacon, an example. And now, for the last time, farewell ! 

farewell — earth fades — Heaven opens ! Adela, I come !" — 
***** 

Even as Sir Bertrand de Kendale uttered these last 

words, an extraordinary change came, as it seemed, over 

my sight. The noble form of the stately cavalier appeared 

slowly to die away, and melt like mist. The divine light, 

at the same time, with which his figure had been as it were 

clothed, faded imperceptibly into dimness, and darkness, 

and solitude. I was alone, and the decayed embers of my 

fire hardly betrayed by a few solitary sparks that they, too, 

had not quite departed. I was alone, but my heart was 

full. I could not believe my mysterious visitor had really 

quitted my presence, until some little time after, when the 

crowing cock gave the signal of morn on his shrill clarion, 

and then I knew that I was yet of earth. The recollection 

of the past remained, never to be effaced. My narrative 

has been but a sketch. To write down all, were now I 

feel impossible. Perhaps I have already said too much. 
* * * i * 

Morning dawned upon York, and found me in the same 
meditative posture I had assumed on the disappearance of my 
chess antagonist, corporeal or etherial— which of the two 
classes properly claimed Sir Bertrand, never could I, and 
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never can I, satisfy my mind. The rays of a brilliant sun 
now lighted up my little room into positive cheerfulness. 
Had I the means I would buy that house, repair it, and in- 
habit it, in spite of old Geoffrey without his brains. Many of 
my readers love doubtless to be minute. I tell them then, 
that, on inspection, I found my room door locked, exactly as 
I had secured it the night before, and saw that the outer 
portal of entrance was likewise fast, as I had made it. The 
chess men remained in the position of checkmate, and I 
could give the situation of the pieces, but not recollecting 
the previous moves, such presentment could hardly prove 
anything. 

I breakfasted at the Green Swan, and then paid a visit 
to the church of Santa Dominica, now known in York as 
the church of Saint James. A latent, lingering hope 
occupied me, that I might find some mouldering remains of 
the living tomb of the lovers — Bertrand and Adela, but I 
found none. The church itself exists still, and the low 
portal from which I saw the figure emerge. These and the 
humble tenement in which I had slept present themselves 
to the enquirer, as so many proofs of the truth of my tale. 
Many legends rest upon slighter grounds. I paid mine 
host of the Green Swan his bill, and left York on my way 
south. 

I have told my story. Was it worth recording ? Perhaps 
not. From the hard-hearted worldling it will meet with 
scorn and unbelief. So I should wish — I write for the 
generous, the enthusiastic of soul. I have found it a diffi- 
cult task to force myself to permit the world at large to 
share in so deeply solemn — so holy a confidence. I build 
up no theories. I have told my tale in the plain words of 
truth ; but I do not pretend to account for anything. A 
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romance writer might have woven this adventure into a 
volume ; but I am not a romance writer. I did certainly 
hope to have gathered together, subsequently, from my 
reminiscences a chess-paper or two, from the vast store of 
chess narrative which fell from Sir Bertrand, relative to the 
players of the middle ages ; but it is decreed there shall 
be no " renaissance," through my humble means, of these 
glorious old chess times. I cannot account for it ; but as 
the form of Sir Bertrand dissolved away into thin air, many 
of his words melted from my recollections with him. Cest 
dommage. Rousseau heard Lucifer play some delicious 
music in his sleep (Lucifer or Raphael I forget which), and 
on awaking, was able to write down that sweet melody, 
known ever since as " Rousseau's dream." I was not 
asleep, but am hardly so fortunate as Rousseau. Perhaps 
the tale of true love I heard, drove wholly from my mind the 
chess conversation. I am tender-hearted, and most deeply 
sympathize with the beautiful abbess. To build up two 
lovers — and two such lovers — alive, within the four narrow 
walls of a marble tomb, is dealing to them (to say the least 
of it) very cold and hard measure. 

I have told my tale. One word remains to be added. I 
am prepared to face the scepticism of the age. On nar- 
r iting this adventure to a friend in London a few days after 
its occurrence, he had the unblushing impudence to laugh 
at the whole, as a delusion — a dream — a something I know 
not what of phantasy, inspired (the fellow added) by the 
third tumbler of punch, which said punch he pronounced 
to have been doubtless the real spirit of the night. My 
friend even carried his absurd incredulity to the point of 
supposing that the third tumbler might have begotten a 
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fourth, swallowed by me unconsciously. To this tirade I 
disdained reply. I shall never speak again to so prejudiced 
a person. Our friendship is broken for ever. Nothing 
can shake my faith. Galileo (or some other " Leo") was 
tortured for proclaiming the fact that the earth moved 
round the sun. When released from the rack, he exclaimed 
— " still the earth moves ! " 

London, November 1842. 
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CHESS, WITHOUT THE CHESS-BOARD. 

(From " Eraser's Magazine" March, 1840.) 



The art of playing chess without seeing the board, or 
men, has hitherto received less attention, as a branch of our 
fascinating science, that from its difficulties of acquirement 
it would appear to deserve. The thing has been talked of, 
and read of, and sung of, and chronicled on the golden 
tablets headed with the name of Philidor ; but is only 
known, even now, to the multitude, as a dream. Those 
who can do it, say but little about it ; those who cannot do 
it, protest " such mountebank tricks are below the notice 
of a gentleman." I really once heard these very words 
used in a chess-club, by a man who on most matters dis- 
plays a fairish share of sense. But though sneering at 
every thing is a pretty sure mark of a weak head, yet, as 
the world goes, your sneerer plays the safe game ; there 
being ever so huge a band of fellow-clowns around him, to 
echo back his slight and shallow jest. Whether the power 
of conducting a chess-game without seeing board or men 
be worth acquiring or not, the singular faculty in question 
is at least worth cooking, if the pot can be made boil, into 
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a dish of pleasant gossip ; and I here accordingly present 
my chess-brethren with such gleanings anent the subject, 
as my pen has been able to scrape together. My lamented 
chess-friend, the late Alexander McDonnell (too early 
taken from us), who excelled in this, as in every other de- 
partment of chess, was accustomed jokingly to say, that 
" the only things which spoilt chess were the board and 
men.*' Let me see, during this sitting, whether I can make 
any converts to so novel a species of doctrine. 

To exaggerate the difficulties attendant on playing chess 
well, in the usual manner, is hardly possible. Of the 
thousands and thousands who learn the moves, how few 
arrive at the high pitch of excellence ! The truth seems 
to be, that chess depends on something approaching to an 
exclusive faculty, or particular organization of the mental 
powers, more than it does upon general sense and capacity. 
I am acquainted with persons who have played chess, and 
studied chess, and written chess, and read chess, unremit- 
tingly, weekly, daily, and almost hourly, during twenty or 
thirty years — men of great and varied powers of mind — 
good engineers, skilful mathematicians, able logicians; but 
even as they took the odds of the rook from a first-rate 
player in the beginning, so must they do still ! The point 
to which their chess faculty originally led them being once 
gained, there they must be content to remain, and make the 
best of it, like true philosophers. Other amateurs, in the 
course of a few months, acquire, comparatively speaking, 
an extraordinary degree of insight into the mystery ; and 
though "heavy, even unto stupidity, in every other pursuit, 
are keenly brilliant over the chess-board. Napoleon, Ta- 
merlane, and the madcap Charles of Sweden ; Richelieu, 
Voltaire, and Jean Jacques Rousseau ; Franklin, Burke, 
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Wollaston, and many other men of mark, whose names are 
flashing across my recollection, all played chess, and played 
it badly. On the other hand, the fact that good chess- 
players are not necessarily talented men, generally speaking, 
rests upon evidence bright as sun-light ; since names could 
be quoted, not only from among those who have been, but 
those who yet are, the vessels of whose brains bore, and do 
bear, much more lead than quicksilver. 

I maintain, then, the existence of what in the political 
jargon of the day is termed the " finality" doctrine or prin- 
ciple, as applicable to chess students ; not meaning, in so 
doing, to deny the assistance to be derived by minds of a 
certain bent, from studying the game in its theory. I am 
happy to find myself supported hereby Mr. Richard Penn, 
from whose able Maxims and Hints for a Chess-Player I 
cannot resist quoting a couple of paragraphs : — 

" Most of the persons (says Mr. Penn) who occasionally play at 
chess, know little more than the moves, and a few of the general rules 
of the game. Of those who have had more practice, some have ac- 
quired a partial insight into the endless variety of the combinations 
which may be formed, and their beautiful intricacy. A few play mo- 
derately well, but the number of good players is very small. It 
would, however, be difficult to find any one, who, after having played 
a few hundred games, would not think it an imputation on his good 
sense to be considered a very bad player; and this is the universal 
feeling, although it is well known that men of the highest attainments 
have studied chess without success ; and that the most celebrated 

players have not always been men of distinguished talents. 

* * * * * * % * 

" He who, after much practice with fine players, remains long in 
the middle class, becomes at last convinced by 1 time and ill-success, 
that there is a point which he cannot pass. Non cuiwt homini coniin- 
git adire Corintkum.' He is obliged to confess his incurable inferiority 
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to players of the higher order ; and he must be content with easy vic- 
tories over a large majority of those whom he meets with in society." 

The doctrine of the " finality point " in chess-players is 
in no wise contradicted, upon reflection, by the certainty 
that the majority of its students, however well-disposed 
towards the science by nature, may increase that aptitude 
by studying good works on the subject ; as well as by 
practising, as much as possible, with their superiors in 
knowledge of the craft Exceptions to this rather confirm, 
than mar, the rule. 

In a sketch of the life and doings of the renowned 
Deschapelles, which appeared recently in this magazine, 
it is stated, on his own personal warranty, that he acquired 
chess in a few days. Whether this be true to the letter, or 
not, that great player assured me himself that such was the 
fact, and that he had never read a book at that time on 
the subject. It is certain that, in an incredibly short space 
of time, he distanced all his competitors in the race ; and 
seated himself on that throne which he occupied for fifteen 
years. An example of extraordinary progress in' chess 
occured some twenty years back, when a Mr. Williams, in 
six or eight months, from merely knowing the moves, be- 
came a really first-rate player ; the arena of his combats 
being the Antigallican Coffee-house, and I believe also the 
London Chess Club, then meeting at Tom's. Both M. 
Deschapelles and Mr. Williams were, I admit, of high 
powers of genius and talent in every other respect as well 
as chess. 

A firm believer in the doctrines of phrenology, as taught 
by Combe and Spurzheim, I am of opinion we should here 
look, after all, for a solution of the apparent anomalies just 
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stated. There must exist a certain predisposition for the 
acquirement of chess, and similar forms of calculation, call 
it what you will ; and such organ, it follows, must be 
endowed, according to the individual, with greater or lesser 
faculties of development. From my own observation, I 
fancy, that to have the power of playing chess very skilfully, 
the organs of number and order must be proportionately 
expanded. Music springs from the same source, and ac- 
cordingly chess-players and musicians will be ever found 
intimately mingled. Philidor was a composer of music ; 
and in our own time we find both of these arts cultivated 
by the same persons, to a considerable extent. Messrs. 
Nixon, Slous, Dizi, Lewis, Bone, Griffin, Latour, Trou- 
penas, and fifty others I could quote, are equally accom- 
plished as musicians and chess-players. The organs laid 
down by Combe, number and order, were largely developed 
in the head of Philidor ; as may be seen in Bartolozzi's 
engraving, as well as Gainsborough's portrait, and Mr. 
Scipio Clint's clever bust of the great Frenchman. The 
same conformation of brow is visible in M. Deschapelles. 
In playing chess with a stranger I have sometimes amused 
myself by comparing his style of game with the superficial 
observation I have been enabled to make by glancing at 
his craniological presentment. I know men who, possessing 
high sugar-loaf shaped heads, piercing conically the air in 
a point, like the Peak of Teneriffe, will, thanks to this 
preternatural possession of the bump of " firmness H or of 
" obstinacy," contest the game, long after hope would have 
ceased to draw breath in the frames of their fellow mortals. 
I have seen players thus constituted, put forth as much 
firmness as ever did Regulus in his rat-trap. Piece after 
piece is taken away, pawn after pawn melts beside them ; 
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you have the queen and a couple of rooks, while their 
unhappy king reigns alone in the majestic dignity of mis- 
fortune : but never did Caius Man* us in the bulrushes shew 
greater philosophy than does that isolated monarch. Your 
<linner is waiting, and you say so — the opera has com- 
menced, and your cabriolet waits to waft you thitherwards 
— you give broad hints that your opponent should resign, 
but he will not hear of ransom ; he still takes his half hour 
to each move, and when the tedious checkmate is finally 
given, congratulates himself on having played out the play 
of Leonidas in the straits of Thermopylae. He has the 
bump of " firmness," and visits you with its bitter fruits as 
well as its perfumed blossoms ! Another class of amateurs 
I have the honour to be acquainted with, who, by way of 
distinction, may be called, but not invidiously, the " flat 
headed j " each cranium of this species being depressed at 
its apex, constituting a species of table-land like that 
whereon stands Mexico. Men thus formed, are marked 
through life as waverers. They hesitate, and doubt, and 
waver, and philosophize, and dream away existence like 
most true gentlemen. Get them into the slightest scrape 
at chess, and they reel instanter ; win a pawn, they sweat 
blood and water ; capture a knight, and they give up the 
game. To the credit of the fair sex I must add, that of 
lady chess-players, by far the majority display the organ of 
— I dare not say " obstinacy ," but may write " tenacity of 
purpose." 

But a lecture on phrenology were here out of place, and 
so let the science be no further disturbed at present by so 
unworthy a disciple as myself. The same organ, or faculty, 
which conduces to skill in chess, equally applies to the 
perfect attainment of kindred subjects of study. Good 
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chess-players play all games of society better than other 
people, speaking wholesale ; and to their honour be it said, 
they seldom permit their talent to prostitute itself to the 
baser objects of gambling. Chess-players take up whist, 
draughts, and similar pursuits ; but rarely number them- 
selves among Mammon's votaries who crowd the race-course 
or " Halls of Eblis." The muscular sports of cricket and 
archery would hardly appear to be adapted to the sedentary 
habits of chess amateurs : yet their muster-roll bears the 
names of many of my fellow chess-players : the high places 
being here assigned to Messrs. Harry Wilson, C adman, 
and the lamented Brand. In dismissing my allusion to 
the doctrines of the great and good Combe, I must add 
that, except in the case of a phenomenon, a chess-player 
favourably marked by nature for preferment must still 
expend the same time upon his object which it costs to 
attain rank as a linguist, a mathematician, or a surgeon. 
My friend, Harry Wilson, once gave De la Bourdonnais the . 
knight ; Philidor took odds of Legalle ; and McDonnell, 
Cochrane, St. Amant, and a host of others, worked their 
way slowly up to the summit through the one narrow path 
of thorn and briar, envy and hatred, which Genius must 
ever tread under its heel, as the king's ship runs down 
the pirate. 

If the difficulties, then, attendant on acquiring skill in 
chess are so great, when playing in the usual manner, with 
unlimited time at command to expend in surveying the 
forces on the field before us, in how vast a degree must 
these difficulties be multiplied, when the mechanical objects 
of chess-men and chess-board are abstracted, and no longer 
exist, save in the powers of the mind ; when the windows 
of the brain are closed down, and the faculties of sight 
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hermetically sealed ; when a bare idea alone remains, and 
all abioad is darkest night ; when all that is left of the 
chess-loard and men is their vague and timid shadow, 
wandering, spectrelike, across the mental chamber, like 
objects on a camera obscura ; when memory, and the per- 
ceptive faculties of the brain must be taxed, unaided, to 
name the position of every piece, pawn and square of the 
chequer. And when these efforts of the reasoning and 
thinking powers require to be uninterruptedly prolonged 
and sustained, during a period, possibly, of several conse- 
cutive hours, without the slightest relief, break, pause, 
rest, or relaxation ; then, I say, the art of playing chess 
without seeing the board, becomes, fairly considered, an 
extraordinary effort of the human mind ; and one which 
must be allowed to be, in the eyes of the metaphysician, 
equally curious as interesting. I do not, of course, mean 
these remarks to be applied to him who performs the task 
in question in less than a first-rate manner. Fourth-form 
players may acquire the power of thus going through a 
game, somehow. This, like the parent sport, has its various 
stages of excellence. The player who receives a rook from 
his master, and can play a game blindfold, within a rook of 
his own proper strength, is no phenomenon. Such practi- 
tioners are to be found, plentiful as berries on the bush; 
at least, I know that it has been my fortune to meet with 
several of this class. To such players I shall address a 
few words personally, anon ; at present my business lies 
with their betters. The art of playing chess without 
seeing the board is an exhibition not to be tolerated beyond 
the family circle, save when performed by a first-rate player, 
in a first-rate manner ; that is to say, within a pawn, or so, 
of his actual strength when looking over the pieces. 
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Philidor played blindfold up to this point, as I shall 
presently shew ; and De la Bourdonnais did the same, ere 
smitten by the protracted illness under which that great 
artist yet unhappily labours. 

The difficulties of what we may term " chess proper M 
have been glanced at ; and the increased labour considered, 
attendant upon its acquirement as a purely mental exercise. 
With the board and men it is hard to learn ; without the 
board and men, proportionably harder : and this brings me 
legitimately to a climax. By what name shall we designate 
the power of playing several games at once, blindfold ? 
I leave my readers to solve the question, while I pass on to 
sketch forth the doings of the ancients, anent the general 
matter and subject of this essay. Let us call up the 
shades of the departed, and contrast their achievements 
with those of our present chivalry. 

From the earliest period of time connected with the 
existence of chess, its history commemorates artists capable 
of conducting a game without the auxiliaries of board or 
men. The first fairly authenticated instance occurs as far 
back as the year 970 after Christ; when we learn that a 
Greek named Joseph Tchelebi, who had travelled through 
India, Persia, and various other countries, played a match 
at chess, blindfold, in the Syrian city of Tripoli. The per- 
formance of the feat, on this occasion, could hardly, however, 
be termed orthodox, the player's eyes being merely ban- 
daged, while he was permitted freely to handle the board 
and pieces ; the chessmen being fashioned purposely for 
the occasion, of a size unusually large. The curiosity of 
the exhibition was hereby materially lessened, although 
partly kept up by the fine play of Tchelebi. Be it under- 
stood, I do not aim here at giving a complete catalogue of 
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blindfold players. That the practice was not uncommon 
in the East, that fragrant garden and nursery of the earth, 
from a very remote period of time, appears from the writings 
of Sokeiker, an early Arabian historian, who quotes several 
examples of the fact, and even records the names of certain 
learned Arabs endowed with the faculty in question. 

In the year 1266, a famous Saracen player, hight Bu- 
zecca, visited Florence ; and then and there, in the palace 
of Count Popoli, and in the presence of numerous per- 
sons of distinction, courtly chiefs, gallant squires, and fair 
dames, undertook the chivalrous enterprise of conducting 
three games of chess at once, against three of the best 
players of the day, selected for their superior skill to keep 
the lists for the honour of Italy against him. Two of these 
games were played by Buzecca without seeing the posi- 
tions ; the third going on at the same time, over the board, 
in the ordinary manner. The gallant Saracen carried off 
the laurel of the tournament, winning two games, and 
drawing the third ; to the astonishment and admiration of 
the beholders. As Italy was renowned both then, as 
subsequently, for skilful chess-players, the victor on this 
occasion must indeed have been a noble fellow, and a 
worthy countryman of the knightly Saladin. Chess-players 
always play to win; and, so far from wishing to make 
Buzecca's performance a mere labour of love, the best 
chess heroes that could be mustered were doubtless entered 
against the conquering son of Mahomet. At this time we 
know that many of the sciences were in a high state of 
cultivation among the Saracens ; as music, medicine, and 
astronomy. That chess originally came into Europe from 
the East, during the first crusades, is almost matter of cer- 
tainty ; the steel-clad savages of the semi-frozen North 



Digitized by Google 



116 CHESS, WITHOUT THE CHESS-BOARD. 

acquiring that, as well as other arts and refinements, 
during their many murderous and blood-drinking irruptions 
into the lands of the nightingale, the myrtle, and the 
rose. 

It may be here remarked, without going out of my way 
unhandsomely to breathe on the well-won wreath of the 
Saracenic champion Buzecca, that to play three games in 
the manner he performed the feat, that is to say, looking 
over the board in the ordinary mode, during one of the 
three, and conducting the other two parties simultaneously 
from memory alone, is much less difficult than to play the 
two blindfold and leave out the third altogether. For the 
practised player, having a chess-board and men before him, 
whatever be the position of the pieces, can, with com- 
paratively light labour abstract them mentally from the 
board, and replace them with the situation in which he is 
called upon to move. Unlimited time is at command, and 
should there arise the slightest difficulty as to the relative 
positions of any of the chess-men, the artist will clear away 
the mist, by recapitulating the moves from the very com- 
mencement of the game. And so, once more, en avant. 

Carrera, in his scarce work on chess, printed in 1617, at 
Militello in Sicily, chronicles the names and qualities of 
several men, excelling in his own time as blindfold players. 
Among these are Mangiolini of Florence, and Zerone, 
Medrano, and Ruy Lopez, of Spain. The last of these 
was the celebrated chess-professor of the Spanish court, 
who actually received a bishopric at the hands of King 
Philip, in reward of his chess-playing talent. May there 
never have been, and may there never be, a bishopric 
bestowed on even lighter grounds of desert ! Ruy Lopez 
wrote an elaborate treatise on chess, now become extremely 
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rare, but fails to dwell on his own ability as a blindfold 
player. I note the fact, because modesty of this description 
is so very scarce a commodity. Carrera likewise speaks of 
Leonardo da Cutri, surnamed II Puttino, and Paolo Boi, as 
both being pre-eminently distinguished for their exercise 
of the peculiar talent now under our consideration ; and 
informs us in general terms, that the Turks in Hungary 
were accustomed to play chess together by memory while 
riding on horseback. This reminds me of our English 
chess professor, Sarratt, and the celebrated young French 
player, Hypoiite de Bourblanc, who were accustomed, in 
the beginning of the present century, to play chess almost 
daily together in this manner, while strolling in the pleasant 
meadows then skirting the north of London. Upon these 
occasions, if the positions became too entangled for satis- 
factory solution on the spot, the game was'adjourned, until 
their return home afforded them the assistance of a chess- 
board. M. de Bourblanc could hardly find his equal here, 
except in the person of Mr. Sarratt, the first English 
player of his day ; and would have probably struck a blow 
at the supremacy of Deschapelles himself, had fate spared 
his life a few more years. De Bourblanc was unfortunately 
drowned at sea, on a voyage to the Mauritius. 

Paolo Boi, of Syracuse, the renowned contemporary of 
Leonardo and Ruy Lopez, and certainly one of the greatest 
players earth ever saw, was in the habit of playing three 
games at once, without seeing either of the boards ; con- 
versing merrily all the time on different subjects. Paolo 
Boi died about the close of the sixteenth century. An 
interesting sketch of his life appears both in Carrera and 
Salvio, and it is indeed, to me, highly doubtful whether 
there ever existed his superior in skill. We are told that 
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Paolo Boi left some writings on chess, but they have never 
been traced to light, and have doubtless long since share 
the doom of so many precious manuscripts devoured by 
stern time. The King of Spain was one of the patrons of 
Paolo Boi, and offered to make him a bishop as he had 
already done Ruy Lopez. The Syracusan replied lacon- 
ically, that he would prefer holding a commission in the 
lay, to the spiritual army of Spain ; and was accordingly 
indulged in his choice. Paolo Boi fought many battles, on 
sterner fields than that of chess, and died at a great age. 
He had the honour of playing chess with several crowned 
heads, including the romantic Don Sebastian of Portugal ; 
and was the conqueror and master of every chess-player 
of his day, excepting Leonardo of Cutri. Dr. Salvio 
accordingly proclaims Paolo Boi and Leonardo to be the 
"light and glory of chess." Paolo Boi fairly defeated 
Ruy Lopez, as did also Leonardo, and the two heroes 
played themselves a match which lasted three whole days 
consecutively. In this great struggle for supreme domi- 
nion, the king's gambit was the opening agreed upon; 
Paolo Boi playing the attack each game, and Leonardo 
taking and maintaining the gambit pawn. During the two 
first days, each champion won the same number of games ; 
on the third day, the majority was gained by Leonardo, 
but Salvio acknowledges that the Syracusan on that day 
was indisposed in health. The two rivals never played 
again. I own that, far from coinciding in opinion with 
Salvio, who gives the first place on fame's roll to Leonardo, 
I am inclined to believe the Syracusan would have gained 
the day, had the contest lasted longer, and under more 
favourable circumstances. The king's gambit is a game 
lost by its nature, and I should say, that he who played 
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the attack, decidedly gives the odds of about half a pawn. 
Paolo Boi was moreover indisposed in health during one 
third of the play, which must have told heavily against 
him. In comparing the style of the two players, we read 
that Paolo played with great rapidity, while Leonardo was 
slow and cautious. There was certainly no third player 
of the time able to cope with either of these paladins. 
Leonardo, as well as Salvio, Alonzo, Cortega, and other 
contemporary players, could play chess well without 
seeing the board. Dr. Salvio's scarce work on chess, 
includes a very curious biographical memoir of his brother 
amateurs, which Sarratt omitted in his barbarously muti- 
lated translation. Both Paolo Boi and Leonardo travelled 
literally sea and land, Alexander-like, in quest of new 
worlds to conquer. Italy and Spain, Sicily and Turkey, 
lay prostrate at their feet ; and the very Moors of Tunis 
paid them tribute. It is quite delightful to trace the 
wanderings and adventures of these "preux chevaliers" 
who appear to have vowed and paid the same chivalrous 
devotion to chess, which the knightly warriors of Dante 
and Ariosto did to the star-eyed queens of their enthu- 
siastic idolatry. 

Keysler, the historian of Turin, informs us that Girola- 
mo Saccheri, a priest of the order of Jesuits, who lived in 
the beginning of the last century, could play three games 
of chess simultaneously, without seeing either of the 
boards ; and Verci in his Letters on Chess, adds, that the 
Padre Saccheri could even play four games in this manner 
with perfect lucidity of intellect, seldom committing even 
the most trivial error. It is to be regretted that there was 
neither a BelTs Life in London, nor a Fraser's Magazine 
in those dark days, to record a minute of these amazing 
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manifestations of chess talent. Saccheri was the Philidor 
of his circle, and a man gifted generally with extraordi- 
nary calculative powers. He was of an intellect so 
wonderfully precocious, that, before he was ten years old, 
he could solve the most difficult problems in algebra and 
arithmetic, and was subsequently constituted public lecturer 
on mathematics at Pavia. The phrenological organ of 
number must have been a prominent feature in the cranium 
of Saccheri ; would the order of Jesuits could furnish us 
in the London Chess Club, just now, with a few 
acolytes of the same description ! 

The history of chess furnishes no data from which I can 
gather any account as to the capabilities of those members 
of the Italian school of chess who succeeded Saccheri, as to 
blindfold playing. The golden age of chess at this period 
descended upon Italy, and there stamped the science with 
the glorious names of Ponziani, Ercole del Rio (the anony- 
mous Modenese), Taruffi, Lolli, Scipione del Grottoni, II 
Beneventano, II Casertano, and innumerable others. Italy ! 
sunny Italy ! once garden of the arts, whether for poetry, 
painting, sculpture, music, or chess ! dost thou in these 
latter days merely slumber for a brief period, or will the 
sacred fire never re-enkindle thy magic soil ? Does the 
sun of chess no longer shine upon thy land, or dost thou 
yet contain players, unknown to fame, but capable of stri- 
king a good blow in the melee, in honour of thy by-gone 
empire ? Alas for Italy ! alas for the sacred land ! priest- 
bound and soul-fettered, she lies prostrate and subdued — 
too much exhausted now, even to groan. Fireworks and 
fiddling lord it over the City of the Hills ; while Austrian 
cannon, with ever-burning quick-match, gape like tigers 
crouching for prey in the chief places of Venice and 
of Milan. 
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And here let me remark, that the faculty of playing 
without a view of the board is not common alike to all 
chess-players. Careless observers might suppose that he 
who plays best in the usual manner, when from his post of 
observation he bodily overlooks the skirmishings in the field, 
would equally, by his nature, be the most skilful general 
with darkened eyes ; but experience teaches us that such 
is not the fact. It would almost seem that the power of 
playing blindfold is an additional organ grafted upon certain 
chess intellects, but not common to all practitioners. It is 
a lower deep in the deeps. Many of the best players can 
only conduct a game a dozen moves without seeing ; while 
others to whom the head class could give the knight, can 
carry out the party quite to its final termination blindfold. 
Boncourt, St. Amant, Szen, and other great players of my 
acquaintance, as well English as foreign, cannot play with- 
out looking over the board ; neither could Deschapelles. I 
find that those who can the readiest perform blindfold are 
such as have studied much from books. The theory thus 
scanned, fixes the board and its elaborate varieties of position 
firmer on the mind abstracted from the reality, than when 
the degree of proficiency attained is derived from practice 
alone. Men accustomed to solve chess problems, as check- 
mates in six or eight moves, get a habit of playing open- 
ings mentally, and sometimes even whole games ; as in the 
case of Philidor, who first discovered that he could play 
without seeing the board, from having acquired a habit of 
practising imaginary games quite through, in bed at night. 

But while I state it as my opinion, that players who have 
studied much from books are most calculated to become 
proficients when practising without seeing the board, I am 
far from asserting that they play better in the ordinary 
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manner, except in the mass, than those amateurs who have 
acquired their skill altogether from practice. Deschapelles, 
St. Amant, Boncourt, and La Bourdonnais never looked 
into books — at least, until they had already taken their 
places among the brighter stars of Caissa's constellation. 
Philidor glanced but casually over the writings of those 
who had gone before him, and deprecated resting too much 
on book knowledge. The same opinion is held by Ponziani, 
who thinks brilliant games — such as those of Greco— are 
to be commended, as storing the fancy with strong and lively 
ideas ; but not to be depended on, to the neglect of prac- 
tice. I can mark in play the difference in the style of those 
amateurs whose knowledge is wholly practical, as contrasted 
with the bearing of such as have studied much the nume- 
rous chess authors who have written on the science. The 
latter play the openings and endings of the games best ; 
but the former have the strongest power of looking 
through a crowded position. In the course of two or three 
games I had the pleasure of playing last winter, in Paris, 
with M. Boncourt, the Nestor of the French camp, and of 
looking over his play in general, I could but remark that he 
played the ending of the game in a style very inferior to the 
middle part ; and I believe M. Boncourt never looked at a 
chess-book in his life. Deficient as to the routine of the open- 
ings, never did I see more vigour of perception than he dis- 
played in situations of cramp and crowded difficulty. Players 
exclusively practical, of high standing, have their ideas 
more concentrated, their powers of calculation more 
vigorous, than those of the class termed, by way of dis- 
tinction, " book-players." The latter I have known not 
unfrequently to study away their brilliancy of imagination, 
and attenuate and tame down their chess faculty, in the 
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drudgery of too much theoretical analysis. Their minds 
wander over the board, and see things darkly, as through 
a mist. They have been accustomed to finger the men 
when playing alone from books, and hence are apt to for- 
get that experimental philosophy in chess is a thing for- 
bidden in actual play. Book-players can solve a check- 
mate in eight or ten moves, perhaps, without touching the 
pieces ; but then they are told beforehand that the thing 
can be done, — that it is " on the cards." If the same posi- 
tion were placed before them as a game, and they were 
asked to play it out, the case might be found widely dif- 
ferent. Theorists, too, acquire over-much confidence in 
their own powers. They sit down with a stranger, who 
lets them form a splendid attacking opening, and displays 
ignorance of the densest description as to the routine 
defence. The " book-player " feels assured of victory, and 
is already meditating how to give mate in the most astound- 
ing manner ; when his practised opponent, by some hard 
opposing thrust, some skilful counter-attack, breaks from 
the meshes, and not only tears the flimsy web to atoms, 
but checkmates so rudely, that the astonished student is 
all abroad. True, he has the consolation left of assuring 
his friends that he had won a game, but let it slip through 
by one bad move. Chess-players, in fact, seldom lose a game 
at all, save by this species of chance ; as is remarked, with 
so much point, in those hard-hitting aphorisms of my 
chess-friend, Mr. Penn, to which I have already alluded. 

Is it to be inferred from these observations that I depre- 
cate altogether the aid of those ingenious and clever trea- 
tises on chess, by which certain sages have attempted to 
illumine the art ? I hope not. I mean but to point out the 
evils of a system carried to the extreme ; I intend but to 
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warn the tyro, lest in the day of battle he find his helm to 
be any thing but armour of proof, — the shield rather of 
Mambrino than of Achilles. The late Mr. M'Donnell 
was a book-player ; and when has England shewn his equal ? 
Book-men or board-men, each class is capable of producing 
first-rates; should that genial fire glow within their breasts, 
without which all systems alike must fail ? Chess-amateurs 
who study chiefly from books are mostly persons who, 
fettered by business engagements through life, of one sort 
or another, have not leisure to play in the club, or the 
drawing-room, so often as they could wish ; and thus wisely 
remedy their want of opportunities of practice, by trimming 
the quiet midnight lamp in their own far away and solitary 
watch-towers. What man dwelling beyond the sacred pale 
— be he poet, statesman, or philosopher— can imagine the 
delight with which the tyro works out, unaided and alone, 
the solution of one of those enchanting problems of Pon- 
ziani ? thinking all the while, it may be, in the unsophisti- 
cated candour of an innocent heart, that he himself is 
destined to be the Ponziani, the chess-luminary of the 
nineteenth century ! To quote my own experience (fairly 
allowable in this age of egotism) I candidly own that some 
such were very nearly my own feelings when first I took 
up chess ; when, having literally no one to contend with, 
I groped out my own path in the labyrinth of shadows, 
and heroically played through every treatise extant. Ex- 
perience opened my eyes, and has taught me at least to 
know my place as a chess-player, and to walk humbly 
accordingly ; and this I write in the simple sincerity of 
truth. By the aid of books alone, never having played 
fifty games in my life, I certainly was enabled to pass the 
mysterious confines of the rook — that lofty boundary of 
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the holy soil ; but I sometimes doubt at the present time, 
whether I should not have gone farther, in the long run, 
had I studied less. This is not meant as a paradox. Com- 
mon sense must indicate that no player can be above 
stooping to avail himself of the assistance of the best works 
on chess, at least as to the openings of the games, and 
certain terminations, made up of given bodies of force, 
and presenting matter capable of mathematical demonstra- 
tion. To review games actually played must also be of 
service ; and clever problems frequently serve to wile away 
an idle hour. In a word, chess theory is like wine, — its 
use is good, its abuse is alone to be deprecated. 

When, in the beginning of this paper, I eulogize the art 
of playing chess without seeing the board, never let it be 
forgotten that I mean it must be skilfully performed. To 
be well done, as the bard says, it must be done quickly ; 
and, moreover, within the odds of a pawn, or thereabouts, 
of first-rate play ; or otherwise it can but serve to dazzle 
the gaping multitude. The thing must be properly carried 
out in a double sense of the word, — -well done per se, and 
performed by an advanced practitioner. It is otherwise 
the rope-dancer of the fair, compared with Taglioni ; it is 
Alexander the Coppersmith, but it is most assuredly not 
Alexander the Great. Lo ! even as I write, the mighty 
shade of Philidor rushes from his rest, and I bow down to 
earth before the majesty of his presence ! Philidor, the 
greatest chess-player who ever lived ! the founder of a 
school which has proved itself second to none, — the head 
of a dynasty which has included a Carlier, a Bernard, a 
Deschapelles, and a De la Bourdonnais ! 0 spirit of Phi- 
lidor ! where is the chess-player with heart so cold as not 
to vibrate with enthusiastic veneration at the sound of thy 
honoured nam? ? 
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To dwell here on the almost preternatural chess faculty 
of Philidor is not my intention. The leading features of 
his prowess must be already indelibly imprinted on the 
minds of all I care to address as chess-players. His name 
is not written in water on the iron tablet of time. That 
he played at intervals repeated matches of chess, consisting 
of several different games at once, conducted without see- 
ing either of the boards, in the presence of a large circle of 
admiring spectators, — that he contested these games, not 
with beginners, nor mere members of the crowd, but with 
the greatest players his contemporaries could furnish, — 
that he invariably performed his Herculean labours with 
the nicest degree of accuracy, conversing meantime smil- 
ingly, on various subjects, and rarely pausing more than 
half a minute on one move, even in situations the most 
profoundly complicated ; — that he could do all this is, I 
say, enhanced in wonder te?ifold, when we find he could do 
it so near his actual strength in the game, — when we learn 
that Philidor could play blindfold within one poor pawn of 
his mighty force. Yes, it is recorded as undisputed matter of 
fact, that with the few players capable of defending them- 
selves over the board, receiving the pawn of Philidor, that 
great man could make even games blindfold, allowing no odds. 

The greater part of Philidor's life was passed in London, 
where, during his era, he shone like the meridian sun — the 
lesser planets of chess revolving around him. He created 
and maintained a high school of chess, playing daily in the 
metropolitan club of the time with the first amateurs of 
" la belle science" To these men, the patrons of chess, 
Philidor's skill furnished never-ending matter of delight. 
They were many of them great, and noble, and wealthy ; 
and yet were proud to kneel lowly at his footstool, to gather 
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the crumbs of science as they fell from his table. What 
did these men do in return for Philidor ? for their pet — 
their chess pastor and master — their idol —their demigod ? 
What did they in his behalf, when the desolation of many 
years was upon him, and the heavy hand of sickness pressed 
on his aged frame ? Alas ! for England ! the mighty and 
the rich suffered Philidor to die, if not in actual need of 
life's necessities, at least without those comforts which gold 
can supply, to soothe down the harsh asperities of utter 
destitution ! Philidor died almost literally in a garret. 
During his last hours, he was chiefly indebted for support 
to the assiduities of one kind friend ; and he passed from 
life in such obscurity, that I have never yet been able to 
discover the spot where he was buried. The grave of 
Philidor is Europe. No marble trophy has been reared to 
his memory, but his name lives in our hearts. France has 
a Pantheon, dedicated " aux grands hommes" by " la 
patrie reconnaissante" would 1 could see a statue of Phi- 
lidor placed proudly in a niche of that glorious temple. 

In the year 1814 there was published, in Bombay, an 
original work on chess, by a native of India, well known 
throughout the British dominions in Hindostan as a player 
and teacher of the game. The book was originally written 
in the Sanscrit tongue, but was printed in English, under 
the direction of the author, by the title Essays on Chess, 
and is prefaced by a goodly list of subscribers, both British 
and native. This volume is now exceedingly rare ; many 
of its positions are exquisitely beautiful, and, in fact, of 
first-rate merit and science. Mr. Lewis reprinted the 
greater part of the work in England, under the title of 
Oriental Chess; for which/at?owr, I have been told, the au- 
thor was not particularly grateful. The name of this gifted 
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Hind oo was Trevangadacharya Shastru. I have quoted him 
in this essay, because he was celebrated for playing well 
without seeing the board. A friend of mine has seen him 
play three, and even four games at once, blindfold, with the 
best players, — performing his laborious task with perfect 
accuracy. He would attend European residents for a cer- 
tain fee ; and would play eight, ten, and twelve hours at a 
sitting, — taking no refreshment but a little rice or tea, and 
seldom opening his lips to utter a single word. He played 
indifferently the English or Hindoo variety of chess ; and 
never, it is affirmed, was beaten by any European. Whe- 
ther he was to be got at when Mr. Cochrane went to India, 
some years later, I have never heard. It living, I presume 
our countryman would eagerly have encountered him. Mr. 
Cochrane is himself quite a first-rate player, as his trea- 
tise testifies ; and can also play well without seeing the 
board. It was hoped Mr. Cochrane would have settled the 
disputed point, as to the superior talent of the Hindoo 
players ; but he has sent no publication to England on the 
subject.* The most contradictory reports exist ; and it is 
clear the truth of the matter can only be settled by a Euro- 
pean chess amateur of first-rate strength in the game. I 
cannot here resist the temptation of introducing the Hin- 
doo's preface to his work, as a bit of Oriental prose equally 
cogent and amusing. Thus runs it : — 

" The generous Mr. Warden, who holds an exalted place under 
the Bombay government, and whose fame is spread in his own country* 
and in foreign lands, sitting one day in his beautiful dwelling, along 

* Mr. Cochrane has since visited England ; and many long and 
pleasant hours have we battled it together. He is now again resident 
in Calcutta— 1850. 
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with his consort, thua addressed the brave Major William Cuwper, 
his old and intimate companion, who is adorned with every virtue, 
and merits the praises of all great men :— 1 My dear friend, thou who 
art of a placid and noble disposition, who hast an acute mind, who art 
skilful in all matters, and possessed of an excellent understanding, 
procure a new treatise on chess, which may afford amusement to all, 
and may be valued by the great and learned ; to be written in verse 
by Trevangadacharya, of the village of Tirputty, near Madras, who 
is patronised by bis highness the Peshwa, is deeply skilled in the 
science of chess, and a proficient in the Sanscrit language, and who 
has lately come here, being the friend of your brother. 1 Agreeable 
to the wish expressed by Mr. Warden, and to the urgent request of 
Major Cowper, T, Trevangadacharya, who know the principles of 
the science, have drawn out this treatise, called Vilas Muni Munjuri, 
or the diamond flower-bud of amusement. Its sixty-four leaves, 
four long petals,* sixteen peduncles, sixteen fruits, are invaluable 
diamonds ; and it grows in a bed of precious stones. The illustrious 
Mr. Warden will, in the first place, receive into his hands this 
flower bud, adorned with one hundred brilliant diamonds; Major 
Cowper, who possesses every quality, will estimate their value ; 
the ingenious Captain Cowper, whose dignity is advancing, will 
judge of the manner in which they are set ; and let Mr. Reming- 
ton, who is mild, wealthy, and celebrated in many countries, dis- 
tribute this production among his numerous friends, and extend its 
fame throughout the world. Let the intelligent Major Harris 
receive delight from it, — he whose disposition is cheerful, and 
who, by his own contributions, and those of his friends, has 
brought my wishes to a conclusion,"}* and may every discerning 
Englishman, who veils the errors of a work of genius, and behold 
only its beauties, make use of this treatise ; and, particularly, that 
youthful amateur, Mr. T. G. Gardiner, whose acute and intelligent 

* The petals, peduncles, &c, denote the sections of the volume ; 
while the " hundred brilliant diamonds " signify the hundred critical 
situations. The early part of the work is devoted to whole games 
played in the Hindoo manner. 

t The author here alludes to the subscriptions of names for copies 
of his volume. 

F 
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mind promises to expand itself, as one of the brightest diamonds in 
the flower-bud of amusement : nor most I omit to mention that other 
man of chess, the celebrated Mr. W. A. Morgan, whose beneficent 
countenance bespeaks a disposition well calculated to bear his victo- 
rious trophies in the game with diffidence and moderation." 

Respecting such chess-players of my own standing, as 
play without seeing the board, a few words remain to be 
said. I have not aimed at giving a complete list of such as 
have possessed this talent, either now or in time past. I 
sketch at all times hastily, and the crayon suits me better 
than the stilet. There are, doubtless, many players of the 
present day who possess the faculty whereon I at this 
moment scribble, both here and abroad, in different degrees 
of excellence. One, now taken from us, I may not name 
in the same paragraph with any other; need I add that I 
allude to the lost and lamented Mr. Alexander M'Donnell ? 

Mr. M'Donnell was, in my opinion, the best player to 
whom Great Britain ever gave birth ; and this judgment is 
formed on actual deeds, which, with me, so invariably rank 
before mere words. Unlike many of those Bobadils who 
set up for men of name, and rest their reputation either on 
what they tell you they have done, or could do, if they 
chose, Mr. M'Donnell convinced you of his skill in one 
manner alone ; — he checkmated you ; and if you felt un- 
satisfied, quietly repeated the operation in the next game ; 
and so on, to your fullest sense of satisfaction. Never did 
he shrink from a chess-challenge ; never did he degrade 
our immortal science by fighting shy of actual encounter. 
Mr. M'Donnell would play any man, at any time; there 
was no dodge, no humbug about reputation, no nonsense 
about him. He would play you on your own terms. If 
you gave yourself out as " a great man," he would have 
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taken the rook without a word, and would then have given 
you the rook in return, after plucking your daw-feathers 
till the skin had imbibed the nettle rash. In Mr. M'Don- 
nelTs death, chess sustained a heavy blow. He was taken 
from us in the prime of Hfe, and has not left behind his 
equal in this country. His premature death I have always 
thought might be traced to the severity of the mental 
struggle, constantly in operation, during his long match of 
the hundred games played with De la Bourdonnais in the 
Westminster Chess Club. These games were played day 
by day, and I know that he not unfrequently walked his 
room the greater part of the intermediate night, in a 
dreadful state of excitement. 

Mr. M'Donnell could play better without seeing the 
board than any Englishman I have ever known, since he 
could conduct a game in that manner within a knight of 
first-rate strength ; and could also play two games at once. 
A slight specimen of his peculiar talent, as a blindfold 
player, exists in the three games printed in the late Mr. 
Wm. Greenwood Walker's Collection. These games 1 
myself had the pleasure of seeing played at the Chess Club ; 
and I remarked that Mr.M'Donnell played quicker than 
when he saw the pieces. He expressed some feeling of 
annoyance if the bystanders spoke in whispers ; but had 
no objection to conversation being carried on around him 
in a natural tone of voice. I may add, that I subsequently 
witnessed his playing several games without looking over 
the pieces, in private, at my own house, of a higher order 
of merit than the printed ones to which I refer; but, 
unfortunately, they were not taken down. We Chess- 
players little thought our leader was to be so soon taken 
from us. 

F 2 
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Of our present circle of players, several can conduct a 
game well without seeing the board ; among these I may 
be permitted to name Messrs. Pulling, Bone, and Slous. 
For myself, I have given it no practice, but experience 
little difficulty in playing blindfold, within about a rook of 
my strength. I own I have found it too tedious to be 
agreeable, personally, and therefore but seldom attempt it. 
I could bring myself in a month, I believe, at any time, to 
play within about a knight of my pitch of force, but doubt 
whether I could make further progress. 

Since the days of Philidor, no one has so highly excelled 
in the art of blindfold playing as M. de la Bourdonnais. 
It was but within the last two years this gentleman disco- 
vered he possessed the faculty in question. He gave the 
Parisian chessf amateurs several opportunities of witnessing 
his skill thus developed, in public exhibitions, commencing 
with weak players. With very little practice, De la Bour- 
donnais brought himself to the top of the tree, and found 
himself able to play (one game at a time) within a pawnx>f 
his strength. This he proved, by publicly playing games 
with MM. Boncourt, Jouy, Bonfil, &c. He next attempted 
two games at once, and shewed that he could carry them 
on, with equal chances of victory, against third-rate players. 

M. de la Bourdonnais invariably played with great 
rapidity, and seemed only annoyed when his adversary or 
adversaries delayed too long. In a conversation 1 had with 
him on the subject, he described his faculty as consisting 
in the power of actually setting up in his mind the chess- 
board and pieces, which remained throughout the game 
palpably visible to his organs of calculation. In this I 
believe De la Bourdonnais to be singularly gifted, as few 
blindfold players can frame an abstract representation of a 
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given position at once, but have to feel for it (as it were) 
slowly, and bit by bit La Bourdonnais did not doubt 
and was warranted in the opinion he expressed, that, with 
very little more practice, he should be able to play three 
games at once against the best players, conducting them 
all within a pawn of his strength, and not seeing either of 
the three. I regret to add that our hero's constitution 
broke down in the trial, and an alarming rush of blood to 
the head brought him, a few months back, suddenly to the 
very verge of the grave. M. de la Bourdonnais is slightly 
better (while I write), but still in a state of health to cause 
his friends constant alarm. The first physicians in Paris 
have agreed in opinion, that the attack originated from his 
overstraining the finer vessels of the brain, in the labour of 
playing blindfold ; and have, peremptorily, forbidden his 
repeating the task, under the penalty of the most fetal 
consequences being, in such case, the sure attendants upon 
the experiment. 

About two years back, a young man at Versailles, totally 
blind, gave himself out as playing well without seeing the 
board. This poor fellow had taught himself chess by 
fingering the pieces, having been blind from his birth. De 
la Bourdonnais played some games with him without looking 
on the board, allowing the youth the advantage of touching 
the pieces, which were fashioned after a peculiar form ; but 
the "mighty conqueror" of M'Donnell found he could give 
the young man the odds of a couple of pieces. It must have 
been a curious sight to witness this Versailles tournament. 

I now pass on to a brief consideration of what assistance 
theory and practice may afford to the amateur desirous of 
playing chess without looking over the pieces. 

Several early writers on chess, as Carrera, Lopez, and 
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Damian, have left what they term instructions for learners 
with regard to acquiring the art of conducting a game 
without seeing it. I find, however, all their advice on 
this point to be merely superficial ; including, as Byron 
says, much more " rigmarole " than " rhetoric.*" It must 
be owned, theory can do but little for the student in this 
part of the game ; constant practice and repeated exercise 
of the faculty when developed — these are the steam in- 
gredients to send the locomotives swiftly along the line ; 
and in getting opportunities of practice, be it remembered 
the worse your man plays, the better at first for your 
purpose, so he be gifted with due patience and admiration 
of your superior prowess. Herein, playing blindfold 
differs from ordinary chess; since in the latter you require 
for improvement the acquaintance of abetter practitioner ; 
but in blind play you do not seek to advance your know- 
ledge of the game itself, so directly as the mere acquire- 
ment of the faculty in question. Those who have studied 
chess-books, and solved chess problems largely, have already 
taken the first step of the initiated. The question is not 
at this moment with me — Do I advise your learning to play 
without seeing the board ? but it is — Supposing you have 
formed such determination, what can I suggest toward 
helping you along the road ? Listen, then. 

The first piece of advice I give is, always to perform 
with men of one colour ; at least, until tolerably perfect. 
You will thus have your king and queen, on starting, 
always in the same relative position ; and your adversary 
cannot prevent this, as you still leave him the choice of 
pieces; for, supposing you both to be using the white 
men, it does not affect the game, the moves being described 
in the usual language of chess notation. Mr. M'Donnell 
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always used the black men, in his imagination, when 
playing without seeing the board ; but when conducting 
two games at once in this manner, played them, mentally, 
with men of different colours to mark a stronger difference 
in the subsequent positions, through the kings being on 
different sides of the queens at the commencement of the 
party. Philidor resorted to the same expedient, and when 
he played several games at once blindfold, also varied the 
openings, purposely, as much as possible, in order to 
keep the parties as distinct as he could do in their con- 
sequences. In the few games I occasionally amuse myself 
by playing without seeing the board, I invariably use, in 
my mind, the white pieces. 

During your noviciate, always claim the first move, 
which slight act of grace can hardly be refused by a 
courteous antagonist ; and then you are at liberty to make 
your own opening. Aim at first at always playing the 
same debut, subject to the caprice of your adversary. I 
prefer an attacking sortie, as the Evans' gambit, or the 
queen's pawn two opening, to a closer game, as being more 
likely to lead to a free exchange of pieces. Take off the 
pieces as early as possible consistent with safety, and espe- 
cially the knights, the movement of these artful cavaliers 
being extremely difficult to calculate blindfold. Let the 
friend who is sufficiently kind to offer himself as the 
victim of your tediousness, give you at first the queen 
afterwards diminishing the odds. Play without spectators 
until you have passed the first stage. Of course it is 
not intended your eyes should be literally blinded, so that 
you sit with your back to the board. On a cold frosty 
day, playing blindfold is a good excuse for getting the 
lion's share of the fire ; and with an easy chair, and a foot on 
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each hob of the grate, American fashion, you cannot be 
better planted as to the bodily man. You will find it facili- 
tate your calculations to close the eyes occasionally for a time. 

Bargain with your friendly enemy that, should you even 
be really hard up, and too much embarrassed to carry on 
the game, you may have a cursory peep at the board; 
or, at least, be permitted to ask certain questions as to 
the relative position of the men. This is far better than 
hastily throwing up the task. Of course, when you can 
perform decently, you will scorn all such adventitious as- 
sistance. The method of describing the moves should 
be such as I have used in my writings on chess. It is 
not, however, sufficient to say " pawn advances ; " but the 
square should be named from which it moves, as well as 
that on which it rests, and so of the pieces. Again, should 
your adversary call " bishop takes knight," you are jus- 
tified in demanding that the several squares should be 
named occupied by the pieces in question. After each 
move is proclaimed, ascertain that it is a legal, not a false 
move. When pawns are doubled, be sure their march is 
accurately stated ; and recollect that each time a pawn 
makes a prisoner, it changes its proper name. 

It is a good plan to avail yourself at first of the aid of 
a blank chess-board, which you may place before you, 
while your opponent conducts his moves at another table. 
Afterwards you may substitute a printed diagram, two 
inches, or one inch square, representing the chess-board. 
This is of immense assistance, and you may subsequently 
introduce, instead, a drawing of the chess-board, in which 
the squares are merely ruled, and not shaded black and 
white. All these helps will be openly set forth, as there 
must be nothing like trickery or deceit about a chess-player. 
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Play the first dozen or fifteen moves blindfold (the 
phrase is useful, though fallacious), and then turn round 
and finish the game in the ordinary manner; for if you 
overtask your brain at first, you will soon get disgusted 
with the study altogether. Set up the king with some 
pawns in different positions, and try to play out such 
situations without seeing them. Give the mate of the 
queen or rook alone, as also that of the two bishops ; such 
endings are purely mathematical, but will furnish you with 
capital exercises. He must indeed be perfect as a blind- 
fold player, who could give the mate of the bishop and 
knight in the legitimate number of moves ; or could 
manoeuvre the rook and bishop against the rook, so as to 
force the game, in one of those positions in which victory 
the superior force is an essential consequence of the situation. 

The supposition is erroneous that you must set up a 
mental representation of the chess-board on which to play. 
As I have stated, M. de la Bourdonnais can do this : but 
neither you nor I are M. de la Bourdonnais. The position 
is generally acquired by a species of intuitive feeling, 
which shadows forth the representation of the two armies 
as it were, on the mind ; their relative posts being felt for 
and developed in detail. It is, in short, a something which 
may be performed, but cannot easily be explained. 

When the position is veiled upon your mental organs of 
view, and doubt comes across you as to the relative places of 
the men, I can suggest nothing better than your patiently 
recapitulating all the moves, de novo, from the very commence- 
ment of the game. Care not being thought slow in the 
operation, but again I advise you not to ride the hobby 
till you feel assured he is tolerably safe. Remember 
Phaeton, and eschew public exhibition prematurely. 
Flattery is sweet, but so is treacle. 
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It is not sufficient to be thoroughly impressed with the 
technical name of every square on the board, but you 
ought also to be able at once to pronounce whether such 
square is black or white. Remember that the bottom 
corner square on your right hand is always white, and from 
this alone you can trace the colour of any one of the re- 
maining sixty-three squares. You ought, moreover, to 
know with certainty which of the squares are connected 
together in right lines, and which in oblique lines; the 
former being of course, chequered with the two hues in 
alternate series, the latter being necessarily all of one 
colour. The exact situation of every piece or pawn on 
both sides, together with the squares which surround 
them, and the points open to their action, must equally 
be borne in mind. Before and after each exchange, ex- 
amine duly the consequences, and positions of such pieces 
as will be left on the board. When the men are nearly 
cleared of, you will find it difficult, though essential, to 
keep sight of such struggling pawns as may have survived 
the skirmish. Another point of importance is to keep 
watch over the consequences of any check your adversary 
or yourself may be able to give. Suppose your king open 
to a check at any given point, and your antagonist to delay 
giving such check, you must not the less calculate its effect 
each move you play. Castle early, and with the king's rook 
in preference to its companion. 

Certain data may be laid down as to the nature of the 
pieces m detail, which I proceed to specify, as well worthy 
the attention of any one wishing to play blindfold. 

The king, in the middle of the board, commands eight 
squares; when placed on either of the four corner houses 
he commands but three squares; on any other square of 
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the outside line be governs five squares. Thus he can 
always play to one of eight, five, or three squares, subject 
to the position. Of the square on which he stands I say 
nothing. 

The queen, that powerful combination of the rook and 
bishop, has a range proportionate to her dignity. In the 
middle of the board she commands twenty-seven squares ; 
in other parts of the field this number diminishes, but you 
ought to know her capacity of march when seated on any 
one given square of the sixty-four; what points she com- 
mands, and from what quarters she is assailable. Recollect 
that every piece attacking queen must put itself, in the act 
of so doing, en prise of the Amazon, always excepting the 
knight. The adverse king cannot approach the queen 
within the distance of a knight's leap. Change off the 
queens as early as practicable. 

The move of the rook is easier to follow in the mind than 
the march of the bishop ; it being less difficult to operate 
in right lines than on the diagonals. The power of the 
rook is unique in this respect, that, place it where you will, 
it always commands exactly fourteen points of action. The 
two rooks, as well as the two knights, can support each 
other, and thus double their force, which the bishops can- 
not do. At the end of a game, when you have a rook 
established on the seventh line, and the adverse king is 
thereby confined to home quarters, do not lightly abandon 
such a position. 

The bishop, in the exact centre of the board, commands 
thirteen squares. This power gradually diminishes as it 
approaches the borders ; and in the angles, the prelate* 
govern but seven squares. It is necessary to bear in mind, 
that for every square the bishop is moved, it ascends or 
descends one rank of squares on the chess-board. 
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The knight being the most difficult piece to conduct in 
" the mind's eye," proportionate attention must be paid to 
its peculiar qualities and capabilities. The two knights 
reciprocally defend each other, as sworn brethren-at-arms 
were wont to do in those days of brute rascality and beastly 
ignorance called " the age of chivalry." On the centre of 
the arena, the cavalier attacks eight squares ; nearer the 
sides of the board he governs six squares ; and commands 
but two points when seated in either of the four extreme 
corner houses. Calculate the speediest mode of attacking 
a given point with the knight from a distance. You will 
find he can be played to any one square, from any other 
square of the board, in a number of moves not exceeding 
six. The knight cannot expend less than two moves to 
attack a square of a different colour from that on which he 
stands. 

Calculations involving the pawns are difficult, on account 
of there being so many as sixteen pieces of this sort ; all 
endued with equal powers, and yet such power being of 
subordinate importance. The comparative insignificance 
of a pawn frequently causes you to forget its position, 
when playing blindfold. The pawn, in taking, assumes 
the move of a bishop ; and, therefore, in the act of making 
a capture, always goes to a square of the same colour as 
that from which it starts, but equally moves up one rank 
of the board, as though it simply marched onwards. When 
merely advancing, the pawn goes on the two colours, black 
and white alternately ; except when played two squares 
at first starting. None of these points are wholly insigni- 
ficant. 

In conducting a game without looking over the pieces, 
the attack is easier than the defence; and herein the 
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science differs from ordinary chess, at which I hold the at- 
tack to be learned last. Attacking openings conduce to 
more earlier exchanges than do close games. Endings of 
parties are more difficult to manoeuvre than openings, there 
being so many squares unoccupied ; but at the same time 
they are more mechanical. Do not aim at too brilliant a 
style of play ; and be content to win the queen, rather than 
lose the game by trying to give checkmate ; a word which 
must be uttered with fear and trembling, lest the announce- 
ment should be premature. Take plenty of time upon all 
occasions ; and harden your heart against any gossipers who 
may happen to stand around. You cannot attend to what 
you are doing, and exchange compliments with them at the 
same time. Be equally on your guard not to suffer your 
attention to be distracted by the conversation of the lookers 
on among each other. It is a difficult thing in chess, at 
all times, to look on well. I have already proclaimed loud 
talking to be less irritating to a nervous subject than the 
murmuring buz of many whispers ; since it is so difficult to 
withstand the temptation of trying to overhear their pur- 
port and significance. 

I saw an amateur once pretend to play without seeing the 
board, who looked very frequently, it struck me at his 
watch, particularly when the situation bothered him. In 
this watch, I found he had a very minute engraved repre- 
sentation of a blank chess-board. He fancied himself, 
doubtless, an able tactician ; but I thought him a mere 
trickster. No unfair means must be resorted to, or the 
thing becomes contemptible altogether. The aid of a carpet 
divided into squares, a casement window of many panes, a 
shepherd's plaid, a chequered riband, a canebacked chair, 
or even an iron railing, might occasionally help one out, 
in solving some knotty question as to the power of corn- 
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mand exercised by the knight, or other piece, over parti- 
cular squares of the board ; but I repeat that you must 
leam to depend on yourself alone, as though your organs 
of bodily sight were literally bandaged. Should it happen 
that you have a forced drawn game by a perpetual check, 
and think you can do better than adopt it, weigh your 
judgment well before giving up what is always a certain 
advantage. 

I was much gratified, a short time back, at what struck 
me at first as an extraordinary exhibition of memory on 
the part of a friend of mine, a distinguished member of the 
Edinburgh Chess Club. This gentleman seated himself 
with his back to a blank chess-board, and allowed me to 
place a knight on any square I chose, telling him, of course, 
on what square I had fixed it. He then directed the march 
of the knight over the sixty-three squares alternately, 
until all were covered ; which I ascertained by marking 
each square with a counter, as the knight was ordered to 
occupy the post. Begin where you will, this gentleman 
is never at fault, but directs the moves of the knight in this 
manner with equal rapidity and facility ; performing the 
feat from his head alone, without reference to any written 
key or prepared diagram. I was subsequently initiated 
into the secret, and am now favoured by permission 
to make it public ; which I proceed to do, as a really 
clever and curious piece of mechanical memory. A difficult 
enigma, or mathematical problem, is not the less to be 
esteemed because its solution, when known, appears more 
simple than expected. 

The knight is conducted on a re-entering series of moves, 
so that the last square on which he settles down is exactly 
a knight's leap from the square on which he started. De 
Moivre, Ozanam, and other writers, have given several ex- 
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ample* of the march of the knight upon this principle, any 
one of which will suit your purpose, so that you always 
keep to the same. The sixty-four moves thus form a cir- 
cular chain of sixty-four links ; and it is obvious that it 
must be immaterial with which link you begin, since by 
keeping on in the proper path, you cannot fail to traverse 
the chain in its correct order, and come back again to the 
starting-point. Were the chess-board numbered, it would 
soon be detected that you always played the knight in one 
line of march ; but otherwise the principle of his course is 
perfectly hidden. Three, four, or half-a-dozen boards, 
may thus be placed side by side, and as many knights may 
be directed to move over their squares at once; each 
cavdier starting upon a different square. Still the same 
circular chain is travelled over by each in the same order, 
thoagh commencing with different links. It remains to 
be pointed out the manner in which to fix on the mind the 
six:y-four squares in the order they must be touched ; and 
herein lies the real merit of the arrangement. The sixty- 
four squares are represented by sixty-four syllables, each 
syllable answering to a square. These syllables are learned 
by heart, and convey the names and numbers of the squares 
to which the knight moves in succession. Other systems 
might doubtless be framed, fitting for the purpose of fixing 
these syllables indelibly on the memory ; but it would be 
difficult to find one better adapted to the purpose than that 
invented by my friend, which is as follows : — 

Name the chess-pieces by letters, in alphabetical order, 
beginning from the right hand of White's original position. 
Thus king's rook is B ; king's knight, D, and so on. The 
reason for choosing consonants, and totally omitting the 
vowels, will be seen presently. You will proceed to 
number the squares of each piece from one to eight; but 
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instead of saying B one, B three, &c. take such part of the 
word as will coalesce easily with the letter, and make one 
syllable of the whole. Thus un (for one), oo, ee, or, iv, ix, 
en, et, stand for the eight squares ; and the syllables, bun, 
boo, bee, at once tell you the piece and square as plainly as 
if you said king's rook's first, second, or third square. The 
memory is further aided by the letters running in alpha- 
betical order, as B coming before D (C is not used), and D 
before F, we can never be at a loss as to what piece and 
letter are designated. A diagram, with sufficient columns 
filled up for explanation, will here be of assistance : — 













Fet 


Det 


Bet. 












Fen. 


Den. 


Ben. 












Fix. 


Dix. 


Bix. 












FiT. 


Dir. 


Bit. 












For. 


Dor. 


Bor. 












Fee. 


Dee. 


Bee. 


• 










Foo. 


Doo. 


Boo. 












Fun. 


Dun. 


Ban. 
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Now, suppose you begin with the knight placed on king's 
knight'a seventh square, Den, you form your circular chain 
of eight lines, each containing eight syllables ; and further 
to assist the memory, convert the eight syllables of each 
line into two words of four syllables, so that you have only 
sixteen words of four syllables to remember ; and by some- 
thing like the Fenagle system, you acquire the order in 
which these words succeed each other, which will be 
thus : — 

Den — Biv — Dee— Bun . . Foo— Hun — Loo— Mor. 
Lix — Met — Ken — Get . . Fix — Det — Bix — Dor. 
Boo — Fun — Hoo — Lun . . Mee — Kor— Miv — Len. 
Het — Fen — Bet — Dix . . Bor — Doo — Gun — Koo. 
Mun — Lee — Kun — Moo . Kee — Goo — Dun — Bee. 
Div — Ben — Fet — Hen Let — Mix — Lor — Hee. 
Kiv — Gor — Hix — Liv . . Men — Ket — Gen — Kix. 
Giv — Fee— Hor — Gix . . For — Hiv— Gee — Fiv. 

I might carry this explanation to greater length, but 
cannot deem it essential. Space in Fraser is a thing of 
value; so here I quit this very ingenious species of puzzle, 
and close my essay on the art of playing chess without 
seeing the board, by a fine specimen of the skill of M. De 
la Bourdonnais, being a game recently played in the Paris 
Chess Club by that renowned artist, without seeing the 
board, against M. Boncourt, the second chess-professor in 
France, than whom England contains no superior player. 
Had M. De la Bourdonnais played this game in the ordinary 
manner over the board, he would probably have gained it; 
since, at move 37, he would doubtless have seated queen 
on king's fourth square, in preference to the course adopted; 
and again, at move 40, would have played queen to her 
bishop's fifth, instead of advancing pawn. 
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Game of Chess played in the Paris Chess Club, by MM. De la 
Bourdonnai8 and Boncourt ; the fonner having the white pieces, and 
playing without seeing the board or men. 



V> lill fc, 


nr A 


X. XV. X • IW(J. 


J . X tic oHIUt?. 


2. xv. jvt. io x>. iniru. 


£. Vi« x . one 8C[. 


o. xv. x>. io \£. x>. iourin. 


O. XV.. XX. X • two. 


4. w. x . one. 


A A R P Ano 
*k. Vj* xj. x . one. 


o. v/,. xv t. io jj. mira. 


R TT R tn IT aannnrl 

o. jv. x>. to xv. seconu. 


£ Paotlne 

o. castles. 


A "K" ITt R third 

o. iv. xvi, to xx. tnira. 


7. v*,. to xv. secona. 


H A V*- P +w/> 
/ . vj» xvt. x . tWO. 


o. ±v. i>. io v*,. ivt. mira. 


o. vj. xvc. jr. one. 


Q Ci TTf A an 

y. vj. jvt. to Vi« 8 4« 


Q P P falroa P 
57. JV. XJ. JT. LdK.eS JT. 


in P taVaa P 
Xv. X . laK.cb XT. 


10 A R in P third 
xv. vj. xj. vo xv. ixuru. 


u. iv. i>. io v/. ij. iouirn. 


11 R *ol-nc R 

xi. xj. vaKes XJ. 


19 A rataboa R 

i£. v*- reiaKes xj. 


19 Ci P artva-noaa 

12. Vi« x . acivaiicco. 


1 Q P f olrno P 


io. x. iuKes x . 


l*. to xv. seconu. 


j*. xv. i . aavances. 


1f» TT TCt fn A fnnrfVi 
j.o. xv. iv i. to iouriu. 


1 ^ ri frk ri ao/>r»nr1 
XcJ. Vz* «v \/< DcLUIlU. 


lo. vi* xvt. to xv. tnira. 


id. vj. xvt. to x>. tnira. 


1*7 V* inlmo IT* 

is. xvt. taKes At. 


i/. ij- retaices jvt. 


lo. Jvt. to jv. li. nitn. 


10 17 R Imma 

io. jv. x>. nome. 


Xj. v£. xj. 10 xv. iiiiru. 


1 Q rri liar con^nr? 

iv. V4. vO uer secona. 


2u. Jvt. to v 1 ,. iourtn. 


OTk V R r/* A rliSv/1 

/u. jv. u. to v/j. tnura. 


91 K" R P 

zi. xv. c Jr. two. 


91 Paoflaa IT P 

21. vjasties, jv. iv. 


99 K R P nn« 

mimt. XV. XV. X • UlltJ. 


22 K R P two 

it id t XV. J.V. X • V" V. 


23. Q. R. to Q. 


23. K. B. to Q. B. fourth. 


24. K. B. P. one. 


24. Q. R. to K. 


25. Q. B. P. two. 


26. P. takes en pass. 


26. P. captures P. 


26. Q. R. to K. fourth. 


27. Q. B. P. one. 


27. B. takes Kt. 


28. B. takes B. 


28. R. takes P. 


29. R. takes R. 


29. Q. takes R. 


30. B. takes Kt. 


30. Q. captures B. 


31. P. takes P. 


31. Q. to K. fourth. 


32. Q. P. one. 


32. K. P. one. 


33. Q. P. one. 


33. R. to (J. 
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WHITE 



BLACK. 



34. Q. checks. 

35. R. to Q. fifth. 

36. E. to R. second. 



34. K. to R. second. 

35. Q. checks. 



36. K. Kt. P. one. 

37. Q. to K. B. third. 

38. R. to JL B. 

39. Q. to her third. 

40. R. to K. B. second. 



37. Q. to Q. B. fifth. 



38. Q. takes K. P. 

39. R. to K. fifth. 

40. K. Kt. P. one. 



White loses the pawn, and the result was a Drawn Game. 



(The author cannot re-peruse this paper in 1850, with- 
out noticing the brilliant exhibitions of blindfold chess we 
have been favoured with latterly by M. M. Harrwitz, and 
Kieseritzky ; who have both carried this branch of chess 
to its highest point) 
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THE CAFE DE LA EEGENCE. 

(First published 1840, in " Fraser's Magazine.") 

" I vowed that I would dedicate my powers 

To thee and thine ! Have I not kept the vow ? 

With beating heart and streaming eyes, even now 
I call the phantoms of a thousand hours 
Each from his voiceless grave ; they have, in visioned bowers 

Of studious zeal and love's delight, 

Outwatched with me the envious night."— Shelley. 

« 

" Hypolite ! H 

" V* la, Monsieur ! " 

" La carte h payer ! 99 

And while, as Macheath sings, " the charge is prepared,'* 
let us settle the point as to how we shall keep our veins 
thawed this frosty night. We have dined, and — thanks to 
Champeaux — have dined well; hut where, in phrase of 
France, shall we "do our digestion?" On a Sunday 
evening the Paris theatres are mob ; ^to dress for pretty 
Madame F.'s soiree, upon a ten-franc dinner, with the 
thermometer below freezing point, is north of inviting ; 
while both Valentino and Musard are on the seventh day 
equally rococo, I am a chess-player ; and you, my friend, 
ought to be so too ; therefore, put faith in my pilotage. 
We'll away to the Cafe de la Regence, and sip our Mocha 
among Caissa's votaries. 

The gar^on of Monsieur Champeaux serves his writ, and 
fingers the cash with a grace worthy of the name he bears. 
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We are bowed forth. Ugh ! How cutting is this north- 
easter ! and how dense the snow-fall ! The Place de la 
Bourse reminds me of an ice-plain in Russia ; and the 
Bourse itself looks like a huge twelfth cake, plastered over 
with white sugar. The building was modelled after a Greek 
temple ; it is a temple still, the name of its God being 
merely altered. But it is much too cold to prate philoso- 
phy. Like Atalanta, I gather up my drapery, and run 
for it. Tramp — tramp — we plash through the snow and 
mud. The streets are desolate, to what this part of Paris 
generally is at seven o'clock, and the sludge is a foot deep. 
We gain the Rue Richelieu, bound like rein-deer across 
the Place du Palais Rovale, and first draw breath as we dash 
headlong into the entrance of the brilliantly illumined 
salon which constitutes the Cafe de la Regence. 

We are in the temple of the thirty-two; and here 
indeed chess "rules and reigns without control." No pen 
has yet fairly sketched this celebrated locale, though many 
have pretended to trace its lineaments. In that amusing 
work, Les Francais peints par euxmimes, Mery pencils the 
Parisian chess-player, and — the truth shall out — depicts 
him vilely. Mery has a fluent tongue and a witty brain ; 
but knows no more of chess, practically, than the man in 
the moon's dog. The historian of the Cafi must have 
mixed intimately during many years with the first chess 
artists, past and present, and must play pretty well himself. 
Let our own right hand crayonise the French chess-men, 
as they present themselves in the year of grace eigh teen- 
hundred and forty; and pounds to pumpkins we beat Mery 
out of the field. Voyon*. 

The Cafe de la Regence, in its outward man, is soon 
disposed of. Large, low, and in shape resembling a paral- 
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lelogram of toasted cheese, the very antithesis of the 
graceful or lovely, our salon presents nothing in its personal 
appearance which may compete with the glittering cafe of 
modern times. Stove-heated to suffocation — gas-lighted 
to oppression— the blackhole of Calcutta was his eldest 
sister; though the Regence has mirrors in abundance, and 
slabs of marble to top its tables. Seven days in the week, 
from morn till midnight, the crowd pass over its sanded 
floor, like the waves of the sea on the Brighton beach ; the 
Mid floor doing double duty on Sundays. Then do the 
pekins and caUcots — Anglice " snobs " — pour their myriads 
into the Regence, thicker than ever came suitors to 
Corinthian Lais. After three or four o'clock on a winter's 
Sunday, happy is the man who has formed his partie ; 
room to place another chess board, even on your knees, 
being out of the question. All keep their hats on, to 
save space; and an empty chair is worth a monarch's 
ransom. 

The din of voices shakes the roof as we enter. Can this 
be chess?— the game of philosophers — the wrestling of the 
strong-minded — the recreation of pensive solitude — thus 
practised amid a roar like that of the Regent's Park beast- 
show at feeding time! Laughter, whistling, singing, 
screaming, spitting, spouting, and shouting, — tappings, rap- 
pings, drummings, and hummings, disport in their glory 
around us. Have we not made a blunder, and dropped 
into the asylum of Charenton t Stunned with the riot, we 
sigh for cotton to stuff our ears ; and fight our progress 
into a far-away corner, in order to recover our bewildered 
senses. Coffee is brought. We sip, 
before us; resolving its discordant elements by slow degrees 
into one vast tableau. Man gets used to every thing 
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except the toothache. I know a Londoner dwelling next 
door to a coppersmith, who wakes in the night when 
the artisans cease hammering! So it is with me at 
the present moment. The noise is bearable, and presently 
may become even agreeable. Manners are to be noted, and 
chess-men to be sketched. I mount my hobby, sternly 
resolving not to ride to-day with a snaffle-bridle. I fear 
the age is too unpoetical to bear with so much enthusiasm, 
in application to chess, as my pen ordinarily gives vent to. 

The good city of Paris, be it known, holds four thousand 
cafes; of which the Cafe Procope, and the Cafe de la 
Regence are unquestionably the Adam and Eve. The 
Regence was established as a rendezvous for the literati of 
the day, under the government of the Duke of Orleans ; 
and, like Will's in London, became, from its eligible 
position, the haunt of the most celebrated esprit* of France 
during the eighteenth century. Voltaire, the two Rous- 
seaus, the profligate Due de Richelieu, Marshal Saxe, 
Chamfort, St. Foix, Benjamin Franklin, Marmontel, 
Philidor, and Grimm, are but a few of the men of note who 
constantly frequented the Regence in early times. The 
very chairs and tables acquired name and fame from classical 
association ; and, till quite recently, the master of the es- 
tablishment might be heard commanding his attendants, in 
tones of pride, to " Serve Jean Jacques, "—"Look to 
Voltaire," — the identical tables at which this pair of 
philosophers were wont daily to play chess, being still at that 
time in existence, named from the departed great. These 
sacred shrines are now superseded by marble slabs ; coal-gas 
sparkles in sun-like lustres; and Voltaire could hardly 
recognise his favoured lounge, save from the low-ceiled 
room unaltered in its proportions. A dingy portrait of 
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Philidor yet hangs, I am glad to see, against the wall. To 
a chess antiquary, the relic would be worth purchase at its 
weight in gold. 

Custom soon stamped the Cafe de la Regence as the head- 
quarters of chess, and the uninitiated retired from its walls. 
It is shocking to see the fane at the present time occasionally 
desecrated by draughts and dominoes ; and had I my will, 
even the timber-framed journals should be thrown over- 
board. Chess is chess, and should be preserved intact 
from grosser material. In the French Ana exist many 
mots levelled at the Regence, in the earlier years of its 
existence. One of the foremost of these Parisian " Joes" 
runs, that a certain man was once seen, who spent daily 
six or seven hours at the Regence for ten years; constantly 
occupied in poring over the players, but refusing invariably 
to play himself, and never speaking even a single word. 
A disputed point arose ; the galerie was thin, and the ta- 
citurn veteran was pressed into the service as umpire. 
Sorely pushed to decide the question, Monsieur owned 
that, so far from being a player, he did not even know the 
moves of the pieces ! Astonished at this, the query natu- 
rally came 5 Why, then, waste ten years of life in looking 
over the board ? The reply was, that " he was a married 
man, and did not care to go home ! " 

Jean Jacques Rousseau was wont to play daily in the 
Regence, attired (poor creature !) in a fur cap and flow- 
ing Armenian robe ; and we read in Grimm's Letters that 
the crowd at last so eagerly pressed around to get a 
peep at the author of Emile, that it was feared the glass of 
the front would be driven in ; the nuisance being only 
averted by a guard of the city police mounted on the spot 
matitudinally. During the next generation, the cafe was 
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for a time nearly deserted, in consequence of its having 
become a favoured resort of Robespierre. The lair of the 
tiger is dangerous, even when he sleeps. Robespierre was 
passionately fond of chess ; and once, it is reported, granted 
the life of a young French officer, to a beautiful girl, who 
came to the Regence, attired in man's clothes, to gain an 
opportunity of presenting her petition to the tyrant. She 
checkmated Robespierre, and then frankly revealed her sex, 
and demanded the life of her lover. She left her chair with 
a written order for his immediate enlargement, and a 
passport, by virtue of which the joyful pair passed the 
French frontier in safety. 

What names, what reputations, are identified with chess! 
And can we blame the enthusiast who loves that which 
embodies so many historical groupings of the great, embla- 
zoned panoramically upon the mind's perception ? Why, 
as I sit this very evening in the old cafe, I can picture to 
myself the shades of the departed called from their rest, 
and joyfully once more doing battle in chess around me. 
I can fancy that grand pioneer of the French revolution, 
the brilliant but infidel Voltaire, sparkling with fancy-flights 
and ready repartee; pouring forth exultingly the most 
exuberant conceits, and unbending, over the chess-board* 
that intellect at which kings and cloisters quailed and 
trembled. Voltaire's was the good old, coffee-house day of 
life ; when scented perukes, amber vinaigrettes, silver-hilted 
swords, and clouded canes, made up part of the stock in 
trade of professional and literary beaux. Voltaire played 
a match at chess with Frederic of Prussia, and calculated 
many of his moves in the room where I now ponder. Is 
that nothing ? I can believe I hear the ringing of the 
courier's spurs as he receives his despatch, and mounts 
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yonder at the door, to ride post to Berlin. Voltaire was 
strong in chess, since we know a first-rate could give him 
but the knight ; whilst Rousseau was decidedly inferior 
in skill. Fancy the two playing together ! the witty lord 
of Ferney confounding his brother sophist with the 
ingenuity of his " coups, " and sending forth Sit. Preux 
sulky and check-mated, to write a fresh chapter on the 
persecutions of the strong. Around, are Holbach, Diderot, 
Grimm, and D' Alembert, taking a rise out of the unsophis- 
ticated Swiss; while old Legalle, Philidor's chess-inaster, 
looks down upon the group with the supreme indifference 
of a mere one-idead, first-rate chess-professor. What cares 
Legalle for the Encyclopedists ? — for Julia or Montmop* 
ency ? — his soul is in the heaven of mate, and all besides 
to him is vanity. " Philosophers as you are, " mutters 
Legalle, " I should like to play you altogether, — a crown 
the game." 

And giving the camera lucida another screw, lo ! we are 
presented in a twinkling with a fresh group, — the children 
of the first generation. Citizen Robespierre, in the pow- 
der and ruffles he so closely clung to, is playing chess with 
Fouche, now poor, and of mean repute. Fouche was so 
wedded to chess, that he is said to have bestowed a place in 
the customs upon Deschapelles, in return for teaching and 
practice. In the tableau before me, Citizen Fouche is all 
smiles and compliments before the great dictator ; while 
the sly, cat-like eye of Robespierre sweeps at each glance 
both board and hall, to see if the latter hold any one of the 
denounced, — any heads which are due to Madame la Re- 
publique — any job of work for neighbour Samson. " Friends 
depart ; " while the lingerers around subdue their voices, 
and strain for a smile. Fouche himself shivers in his shoes, 
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and his fingers shake as they move the pieces. One youth 
alone meets Robespierre's glance, and quails not. Napo- 
leon, the young lieutenant, is there among the spectators, 
and like carvings of bronze are his impassible features. 
Buonaparte at one time played chess at the Regence daily ; 
while waiting, like the sailor whistling for a wind, to get 
employment from the Directory. The sun of Montebello 
was yet to rise. I can fancy I see Napoleon before me 
now; here, seated at the adjoining table, calling, like a 
soldier of fortune, for his " demi-tasse," but yet giving the 
order as one having authority, in a tone of voice like 
trumpets sounding. 

Napoleon was a great advocate for chess, which he prac- 
tised constantly. He was even wont to say, that he 
frequently struck out new features relative to a campaign, 
first suggested by the occurrence of certain positions^of the 
pieces on the chess-board* He played chess all his life. 
In his youth, at college, in manhood, on shipboard, in 
camp, en hivouac* He solaced himself with chess in Egypt, 
in Russia, in Elba ; and, lastly, on that darksome rock 
which yet contains his bones. It was while captive in St. 
Helena that the magnificent chess equipage sent to Napo- 
leon as a grateful offering for personal favours, by an 
English noble family, was refused free passage, because the 
pieces bore the imperial arms of France. History blushes 
while she records the disgusting details of this jackass-kick 
at the dethroned lion. A chess-board on which Buonaparte 
constantly played at St. Helena is now in possession of 
the officers of the 91st regiment there in garrison. 

As might be anticipated, Napoleon, as a chess-player, 
was not really of great force. His soul demanded a larger 
field for the expansion of its faculties. His chess was that 
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of Marengo, of Austerlitz, of Jena, and of Eylau. Upon 
our mosaic of sixty-four squares, I could have given him 
the rook ; upon his own board he could afford odds to 
Julius Caesar. Buonaparte had no time to make chess a 
study. He played the openings badly, and was impatient 
if his adversary dwelt too long upon his move. Every 
minute of the clock was life to a mind so energetic. In 
the middle stage of the game, when the skirmish was 
really complicated of aspect, Napoleon frequently struck 
out a brilliant coup* Under defeat at chess, the great 
soldier was sore and irritable ; although it is presumed 
that those favourites with whom he played were doubtless 
far too courtly to carry victory unpleasantly far. Had 
the scene of battle been the humble, forgotten Regence, 
and the time twenty years back, the chief might have won 
fewer games than he did in the Tuileries. 

In the thousand-and-one tomes of memoirs printed, 
relatively to the' modern Charlemagne — Bourrienne, Mar- 
chand, and others, have recorded several anecdotes 
connecting Napoleon with chess. I shall here introduce 
one, hitherto inedited, which comes to me direct from M* 
de la Bourdonnais; who received it, and other curious 
details upon the subject, verbally, from the Due de Bassano, 
Count Merlin, and M. Amedee Jaubert. It is well known, 
that in Egypt Buonaparte constantly played chess with M. 
Jaubert ; his chief opponents, that way, during the Polish 
and Russian campaigns, as well as during the armistice of 
Vienna, previously, in 1809, having been Murat, Berthier, 
and the Due de Bassano. It is a fact, that the majority 
of Napoleon's marshals were chess-players. Eugene de 
Beauharnois patronized the art ; and Murat many times 
kept the Due de Bassano planted at the chess-board the 
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greater part of the night. But now for my Napoleon 
anecdote, in almost the very words of De la Bourdonnais. 

While about to enter upon the famous Polish campaign, 
the emperor was one day playing chess in the Tuileries 
with Marshal Berthier, when the Persian ambassador was 
announced, as requesting an audience. The game was at 
an interesting crisis, and Napoleon would no more permit 
it to be suspended, than would Charles of Sweden leave his 
chess-board, when the Turks commenced battering down 
his house in Bender. Buonaparte ordered the ambassador 
to be shewn in, and M. Amedee Jaubert was commanded 
to the presence as interpreter. The emperor continued his 
game with Berthier, overwhelming the astounded Persian 
with questions all the while, in his usual rapid mode of ask- 
ing to gain information. The Mussulman found it difficult 
to plant his replies suitably ; the various topics being 
Turkey, Persia, Mohammed, and the Koran; Eastern 
harems, wives in sacks, the military discipline, and ten 
thousand other matters. The Persian, however, steered his 
way like the really skilful diplomatist he was. He exalted 
Persian insfitutes to the seventh heaven, or a little higher, 
and dwelt especially upon the horse-soldiers of Ispahan, as 
being the finest cavalry in the world. Napoleon good- 
humouredly disputed the assertion, and interrupted the son 
of Iraun more than once ; but the ambassador constantly 
returned with his pet cavalry to the charge* and getting 
warmer by degrees, pronounced his judgment with even 
more and more decision. " There could be no doubt about 
it, the foot-soldiers of Europe were excellent — but the 
Persian horse !" — Napoleon laughed outright as the inter- 
preter rendered the sentences in French ; and carelessly 
addressing Jaubert in reply, said, " Tell him that to-morrow 
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we'll shew him a little cavalry here." The Persian made 
his salaam, and quitted the palace. The long contested 
chess-game was not even then finished. While pondering 
over the subsequent moves, the emperor found time to 
issue certain brief orders upon slips of paper, centralizing 
upon Paris the instant march of various bodies of horse- 
soldiers from their cantonments in the vicinity. Like the 
knights on the chess-board, he had them all in his hand. 
The subject was not again alluded to ; the game was played 
out; but the next morning saw forty thousand French 
cavalry defile before Napoleon and the Persian envoy, in all 
the glittering pomp of military decoration. Paris beheld 
that cavalry almost for the last time: Moscow awaited 

From Napoleon to Deputy Louvet, the fall is great ; 
but I cannot resist giving a quotation from one of the 
latter*s novels. Louvet was ardently attached to chess, and 
playfully hits at his brother amateurs in the following pas- 
sage, put into the mouth of his chief hero 

" I enter the Cafe" de la R^gence, crammed with men deeply en- 
gaged in cooking checkmates. Alas ! even they had more life about 
them than I had. I seat myself at a table, and look on ; but my 
irrepressible agitation causes me to walk the floor with hurried and 
unequal strides. Soon one of the players exclaims with eager tone, 
' Check to the king!' 'Grands dieux V cries his opponent ; ' my queen 
is forced ! the game is gone — and such a game ! unt partie superbe ! 
Yes, sir, rub your hands,- — fancy yourself a Turenne as you will, do 
you know who you have to thank for the coup ? This gentleman — 
this fool here. My curse upon lovers F Astonished at the uncour- 
teous manner in which I was apostrophised, 1 assure the losing player 
that I did not understand him, — that I had nothing to do with the 
matter. 1 You don't understand me?* replies he. *2£A, bien ; but see, 
a check by discovery I' Well, sir, and what have I to do with the 
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check by discovery ?' * What have you to do with it ? Why, sir 
for the last hour you've been hovering around us like a vulture, eja- 
culating all manner of nonsense about your Sophia ! your beautiful 
cousin 1 I listen to all this trash, and play like a schoolboy. When 
a man is in love, sir, he does not come to the Cafe* de la Regence.' 
I was about to answer, to excuse, ; but he continued with violence,— 
' A check by discovery 1 The king must be covered, and my queen 
is lost. A miserable coup de mazette, — a child could have foreseen it ; 
and a player like me (he turned again to me) — sir, understand once 
again, that all the women in the world are not worth a queen won by 
discovery. She is lost 1 no resource remains. To the devil with the 
lover and his miss too !' 

" Now, of all that had been said, the last reproach was infinitely 
the most cutting. Carried away by my zeal, I rushed towards him, 
but catching my coat-skirts unhappily in a neighbouring chess-table 
down goes the whole concern — the men flying over the floor. This 
awakens the wrath of a brace of fresh enemies, and confusion 
becomes confounded. 1 Sir 1' cries one of them, ' are you mad? do 
you ever look before you ?' The other screams, * Sir, you have cost 
me the game !' * You had already lost it,' observed his antagonist. 
* I had won it, sir ; I would have played that game against Verdoni, or 
Philidor himself.' * Well; but, gentlemen,* mildly observed poor I, ' do 
not ail talk together. I am ready to pay the stake, if the feult were 
mine.' ' Pay! pay ! you are not rich enough, were you to coin your 
brains and bones.' For how much then were you playing?* 'For 
honour — for honour, sir. I have come seven hundred miles, post, to 
accept the challenge of Monsieur here, who fancied himself invulner- 
able ; and but for you I should have given him a lesson — I should 
have taken down his pride V 1 A lesson ! What do you mean ? You 
ought to thank the young man for coming to your assistance as he 
did. I had your queen won by force in eighteen moves.' ' Absurd ! 
ridiculous ! I should have mated you in eleven. I had looked 
through and through it. 1 * Mated me ? Can you dare to say so ! 
You it is, sir, I am to thank for this gross insult. Learn, young man, 
that people don't run in the Cafe" de la Regence.' Up jumps ano- 
ther player. * And learn you yourself, sir, that people don't shout i 
the Cafe de la Regence, and that they have no right even to speak 
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here/ The hubbub rises; but one source remains. I rush forth 
from the Cafe\ and take refuge in the Palais Royal.* 1 

The Verdoni named by Louvet in this pleasant morceau 
was subsequently well known in England. He was one 
of the great players frequenting the Regence who com- 
posed the celebrated Traite des Amateurs, published 
within those very walls ; his chief assistants being Bernard, 
Leger, and Carlier. The Traite des Amateurs is one of 
the best works on chess ever printed ; and it is a thousand 
pities no kind soul has yet given it to us in an English 
dress. High science marks many of its games, and there 
exist nowhere finer examples of chess-combination. 

Fashion varies, but man changes not; customs alter 
their complexion, but human nature runneth in a circle, 
like the squirrel on its roundabout. Louvet's description 
of the old cafe, fifty years back, would hold equally good 
this very evening ; the individuals being a different set, 
and clothed in garments of other cut and pattern. Still, 
when we read the roll inscribed with the the names of 
those who have been great in chess, can we forbear res- 
ponding to the heartfelt exclamation of the limner, on 
viewing the works of RafFaelle, " I too am a painter V* 
Fruitless were it, however, to dwell over long on the past, 
to the neglect of that which moves, and breathes, and 
walks among us. Bootless is it, to ponder exclusively on 
that which we know but in spirit ; and not to appreciate 
and admire that which comes home to us in the form of 
living excellence. As I sit this night in the Regence, 
shall I suffer my contemporaries all to pass away like a 
vision, without a faint attempt at least to catch and em- 
body their leading features on the canvass — or the page ? 
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No; "when I forget Jerusalem, let my right hand forget 
its cunning !" To your darksome caves, ye shadows of the 
departed great ! — to your hills of mist, ye ghosts, warriors 
of the days of old! — my thoughts be concentrated mo- 
mentarily on that which I witness. The greatest living 
chess-players are around me this moment — men linked to 
me in the strong bonds of our magic masonry ; and I 
catch the inspiration imparted by their presence. That 
which man has done, man may do. Were Philidor to 
come again in his strength, like the Cid, who rose from 
death to smite the Moors for Spain, is it altogether 
certain we could not find a champion to meet him in the 
lists ? 

One, ancient of days, walks quietly across the floor, and 
hats are raised in token of respect, at the coming in of M. 
Boncourt, the Nestor of the camp. Seventy years and 
more have passed over him; but their weight has not 
bowed down his light and even spirit. To the simplicity 
of the dove, as regards his dealings with the world, Bon- 
court unites in chess, the veriest serpent guile. Inferior 
to none, save De la Bourdonnais, in skill, there breathes 
not the mortal more free from arrogance or vanity than 
this our venerable professor. Attired in an old-fashioned 
frock-coat which sweeps the ground, with a vest of scarlet, 
or perchance grass-green, Boncourt placidly smooths down 
his silver locks, as he drops mechanically into his seat 
before the chess-board. Eccentric in some of his habits, 
Boncourt in his old age keeps hours which render it diffi- 
cult to secure him as an antagonist. He delights in dining 
at ten o'clock at night ; and hell then mate you till cock- 
crow. Having a comfortable pension as a retired govern- 
ment clerk, he takes the world as he finds it, and practises 
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the true philosophy of resignation under every stroke of 
fate, whether in life or in chess. He receives beating 
better than any Frenchman of his day, shrugging up his 
shoulders and replacing the men, when defeated, with a 
nonchalance perfectly edifying. His favourite companion 
is a little dog ; well known to the chess circle, and a fre- 
quent visitor at the Regence. Boncourt has never been 
in England, which, considering the present facilities of 
travelling, is remarkable; and evinces total disregard as 
to fame, whether present or posthumous. 

Boncourt's style of play is the correct, rather than the 
brilliant. Comparatively weak in the mechanical openings 
and endings, from never having looked at a chess-book in 
his life, Boncourt has no superior in the capacity of pierc- 
ing through the intricacies of positions of intense difficulty, 
" In the twenty-five years I have played chess," said La 
Bourdonnais to me, " never did I see Boncourt commit an 
error in a crowded situation." His favourite debut is the 
Giuoco Piano ; in the early stages of which he almost in- 
variably drives up his queen's knight's and queen's rook's 
pawns two squares. I must add that Boncourt has not the 
usual rapidity of the French school ; but is to the full as 
slow in digesting his chess calculations as nous autres in 
the London Chess Club. 

And that young man, Boncourt's present antagonist, 
who is he ? Did you ever see a more pleasant smile, a 
more intellectual countenance? How smart his dress! 
How becoming that budding moustache ! He is engaged 
in a match of long standing with Boncourt, and they are 
to play a game this evening. Rivals in reputation, their 
respective partisans press around, like Homer's myriad 
warriors to view the encounter of Hector and Achilles. 
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Youth has the call, and Boncourt by the mob is set down 
as passe; but the elect deem otherwise. The free, gal- 
lant bearing of the younger combatant is much in his 
favour. He has a bon mot for each ; a smile for all. His 
eagle eye darts at once over the position of the men, and 
grasps fully the difficulties and capabilities of the array. 
He delights in danger ; and the excitement of peril lights 
vp his brow with increased expression, and tinges his 
cheelc with a deeper hue. At one time spoken of con- 
fidently as the successor to Deschapelles and De la Bour- 
donnais, St. Amant may still be styled the favourite of the 
Cafe de la Regence. Certainly, no other player in the 
world is more agreeable to look over. It is matter of uni- 
versal regret that St. Amant has in a measure fallen away 
from his allegiance to the chequered flag he once followed, 
by night and day, through France and England, and now 
confines his chess to Sunday evenings. 

St. Amant's game unites the dashing style of Greco, with 
the ingenuity and steadiness of a veteran chief. Young in 
years, he is aged in chess. Quick as lightning in common- 
place situations, St. Amant takes a full measure of contem- 
plation in positions of difficulty. In play with me, I once 
timed him three quarters of an hour on a single move ! 
None of the French players approach St Amant for 
courteousness of demeanor and readiness to oblige. He 
never sneers at a bad player; never taunts the unfortunate, 
nor insults the conquered. St. Amant visited England 
upon the occasion of bearing Deschapelles' proud challenge, 
a few years back, and had a decided advantage in chess over 
our best practitioners. He has beaten, in fact, every player 
but Deschapelles, De la Bourdonnais, and Boncourt. 
Rather a stickler for reputation, St. Amant declined risking 
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his laurels upon the occasion of Szen, the Hungarian, visit- 
ing Paris in 1835, and refused to accept his challenge. This 
fact excited some surprise ; but the feeling is unfortunately 
but too common among fine players. St. Amant and Bon- 
court have played in all about thirty-five games ; and 
Boncourt stands at present, I believe, with a majority of 
three. Signor Calvi is spoken of latterly as the equal of 
these two heroes, but does not play at the Regence. 

The Regence represents the sun, round which the lesser 
spheres of light revolve. It is the centre of civilized Europe 
considered with regard to chess. As Flanders in days of 
yore was the great battle-ground — the Bois de Boulogne — 
the Chalk Farm — on or at which nations engaged in the 
duello, so for above a hundred years has this cafe served as 
the grand gladiatorial arena for chess-players of every 
country and colour. Stamma, the Moor, came hither from 
Aleppo; andmore than one bearded Turk and copper-skinned 
Hindoo have worshipped chess within these walls. The Re- 
gence is the " central flowery land," receiving courteously, 
but with dignity, such " outside barbarians" as approach the 
celestial kingdom, " looking upwards with reverential awe." 
The Rialto of Venice, in its most palmy hour, presented 
not a greater mixture of garbs and tongues than does the 
Regence at the present time. Szen, from Pesth, came 
down here one day like a meteor ; traversing Calais 
Straits to London, and back to Poland, in his flying visit of 
three months. De la Bourdonnais himself could hardly 
yield Szen the pawn ; and the second advent of the Pole 
it is presumed, will be to aim at taking the proudest ground. 
It is the Regence which places French players so high, 
giving them opportunities of encountering every great artist 
on earth by turns, and thus obtaining a varied and beautiful 
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style of game. To find a chess amateur of a certain force 
who has not visited this locale, no matter in what clime his 
residence, were as great a wonder as to fall in with a Lon- 
don Cockney in Rome who had not scratched his name, 
whether Noakes or Hoakes, upon the crumhliug Coliseum, 
or the pillars of St Peter. Be it recorded, however, that, 
despite the fact of ten thousand Englishmen playing chess 
constantly in the Regence, the frames of its mirrors are 
guiltless of their initials— the glasses themselves are pure 
of the diamond-carved " Jack" and " Tom," which, like the 
S.P.Q.R. of the Roman nation, serve as a line of beacons, 
traced upon the face of the whole earth, to assure travellers 
that a Briton has passed that way. 

It cannot be supposed the Regence could so long have 
held sway, without attempts having been made from time 
to time to throw oh? its authority. Man is a restless being, 
and not to oprone to let well alone. At one time the Cafe de 
Foi drew many of the elect aside from the right path. At 
another period Alexandre, with his Paris Chess Club, at 
the Cafe de l'Echiquier, presented himself in open rebellion, 
and warred against legitimacy. Knocked down, as the 
Titans were by Jupiter, the club-men have tried again and 
again to establish themselves, but ever without success. No 
Paris club, exclusively devoted to chess-players, exists at 
the moment of my writing ; and such aristocratical ama- 
teurs as turn up their noses at the Regence are wandering 
about the metropolis, like the condemned in Vathek's Hall 
of Eblis, without refuge or resting-place. For a variety of 
reasons, I do not believe an exclusive chess-club will ever 
establish itself on a large scale in either Paris or London. 
Chess was once the game of the aristocracy. It has been 
wrested from them, with other feudal rights, and is now tiie 
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recreation of the million. A chess-room, to prosper, must 
be open to all classes of comers — free as the air of heaven — 
accessible, at small cost, to every man who can afford the 
luxuries of hat and coat. Chess, like the tomb, levels all 
grades of conventional rank and distinction, and reserves its 
high places for the best players. 

Compared with the other cafes, seldom is the Regence 
graced with the presence of the fair sex ; although women 
may be seen within its walls. Three ladies are of the com- 
pany this very moment, and apology is due for my not 
having earlier noticed their existence. The lady, number 
one — she with the crimson bonnet, scarlet gown, green 
feathers, and yellow Ternaux — is evidently lost in surprise 
at the scene. She has dropped in — good soul ! — with her 
husband, to thaw their feet, and share a bottle of very small 
beer on their route home, after a Sunday campaign un- 
usually fatiguing. The lady has never seen chess played 
before, although in her sixtieth year ; and classes the men 
as a species of skittles, cut down in dimensions to suit the 
degeneracy of modern muscle. She gapes around in mute 
ecstasy of wonder, with a look of unequivocal contempt for 
the poor creatures, who can express so much enthusiasm 
over a few toys of wood. Little drinking, and less eating, 
is going on, which adds in no inconsiderable degree to 
Madame's astonishment, at the enjoyment the party appear 
to take in their occupations. She has always respected 
dominoes ; she will henceforth venerate them. She nudges 
her caro to empty his glass, before the lunatics around begin 
to bite ! 

Our dame, number two, a hale bourgeoise of forty-five, 
has been excepted by number one' from her sweeping con- 
demnation; for this fair person, trfa comme il faut, is 
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actually engaged at dominoes with her beau : filling up 
the intervals between the games, by stuffing herself with 
savoury biscuits, steeped in sugared Madeira. Number two 
is shrill of voice, hearty of laugh, lusty as the Swiss giantess 
on the Boulevard du Temple. She is merry with wine and 
compliments, and shouts in the battle like the Mohicans 
raising their war-whoop. When she gives a yell of victory, 
her voice, like an essential distillation of the lungs of twenty 
Grisis, rises sublimely above the surrounding orchestra of 
sounds. The chess-players glance growlingly from their 
boards at the annoyance, the more intolerable as not com- 
ing from one of their own corps ; and the profane term of 
grosse vache is unhesitatingly muttered, as applicable to 
this, one of the three representatives of the women of 
France, by a vieux moustache, my next table neighbour, 
with most un-Paris-like politesse. The French, however, 
are not always particular about doing the pleasing, if their 
personal comforts are entrenched upon — but let that pass. 
The fat lady cares little for aught, save herself and her 
friend. If they don't like her laugh, they can leave it ; 
there is room outside, although inside places are the more 
comfortable on a snowy night. Number two is engaged 
in a domino-party of one hundred games, of which there 
are not above seventy-eight yet to be played out. The 
wily spirit of the sex teaches her that she is at present a 
nuisance; and she fancies herself a Joan of Arc in the 
speciesof warfare carrying on. Let her alone, silly French- 
men, you ought to know woman better. Cease your mur- 
muring s! appear not to be aware of her presence; and 
triumph will open her gentle heart to the softer emotions 
of pity. It will cost her contented beau another glass of 
Madeira, which she will drnk in token of a general peace, 



Digitized by Google 



168 



THE CAFE DE LA REGENCE. 



and many a day hence will she laugh exultingly at the 
recollections connected with the night on which she gave 
the chess-players their own — and something more. Good 
evening, Madame, and pleasant slumbers ! The youngest 
of the fair trio awaits her profile. 

Number three presents, indeed, a study for an artist ; 
for not only is she playing chess, but playing it well. 
Her bonnet of beaver, and quiet cloak of grey, cannot 
conceal a face replete with beauty and intelligence. A 
mere girl, you can read in her expressive eye that the mind 
within answers to the grace without. A suffused blush 
is on her cheek, and the smile of conquest plays tremblingly 
around her lip. Her antagonist, a fine young fellow rather 
overdressed, is clearly her lover ; and instead of calculating 
his moves, he has been looking in her bright eyes to the 
very verge of checkmate, happier in defeat than any 
other chess-player present in the height of triumph. The 
youth is nothing more than a small clerk, with a yearly 
salary of twelve hundred francs ; the damsel, a superior 
kind of sempstress, just redeemed by chess from the class 
— grisette. Oh ! I can read their whole history at a glance. 
He has rented an apartment adjoining that of her parents; 
and cultivating the intimacy, has taught her chess and love. 
Papa and mamma have consented, and the wedding will 
take place in the spring. Adieu, gentle girl! Peace be 
around thee for ever ; and may thy children play chess as 
well as their parents. So shall they be taught to shun 
dangerous and frivolous amusements, and grow up a credit 
to the game which gave their father — a mate ! 

A flying hint to the ladies. Cupid has no one arrow in 
his quiver more sharp at the point than chess. Let the 
unmarried, who wish to cross the pale, look to it. Had 
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Beatrice played chess with Benedict, the gentleman would 
have been brought to cry " Ransom !" in half the time 
Shakspeare expends on bending him to his knees. You sit 
down to chess with a loveable kind of being. In the scramble 
to place the pieces, you both aim at setting up the same 
queen, and both miss the mark. There is a confusion of 
hands ; and the lady*s small white fingers are pressed in 
the clasp of her adversary, before he recognises the mistake. 
He colours up— she colours down — both are confused. 
Depend upon it, he'll squeeze the hand again, if he can ; 
and how may he help it ? 

The great variety of character developed in the Cafe de 
la Regence is not the least interesting feature of the pic- 
ture. The French are the worst losers in the world ; in 
more ways than one. I.have seen them, when checkmated, 
dash the men about the floor, with as many sacre tonnerres 
as would sink a seventy-four. They are, moreover, not 
too exact in the settlement of certain small debts of honour, 
for which judgment is sometimes claimed in our chequer 
court. A very small stake is necessarily risked at the 
Regence ; it being the custom that the loser on the balance 
pays the sixteen-sous tribute levied by the gar con for the 
use of the chess equipment for the sitting, no matter how 
long. A half-franc or franc is occasionally wagered on the 
game, in addition ; and this slender slip of silver creates a 
system of petty Greekism, which, like that of Newmarket, 
bears many branches. While you go on, game after game, 
dropping your coin kindly and readily, Monsieur is funny 
and gentlemanly enough ; but turn the tables upon him, 
and the pestes and sacres break bounds audibly. " Base 
i s the slave who pays" is often the maxim. 1 once played, 
when a youngster, in the Regence, several days consecu- 
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tively, with a regular old soldier, at half-a-franc the game, 
and departed after each sitting, minus some two or three 
francs. Now it happened that upon one glorious occasion, 
rising to leave, I found myself to be for the first time on 
the credit-side of the account. One half-franc was the sum 
due to me ; and I could not forbear smiling at the rueful 
look of my very respectable friend on casting up the score. 
Poor fellow! deeply, and slowly, and vainly, did he dive 
for the needful. The silver would not come ; the pockets 
were free from encumbrance. Feeling pity for the man's 
position, I turned to quit the cafe, saying, " never mind,** 
and all that. " Monsieur," cried the gentleman, gravely, 
"je suis Francois— je suis homme cFhonneur — what do you 
mean by going thus without your money ? — rendez-moi un 
demi-franc" Of course I complied, handing him the 
change I supposed him to require, and presenting him my 
palm, to grasp the larger piece of silver in return. " Now, 
sir," quoth Monsieur, dropping the cash into his pocket 
with a low bow, " now, sir, I owe you a franc, which I shall 
do myself the honour to pay the very first opportunity." 

This last recollection walked into my mind through the 
circumstance of a man's crossing the room, a fair average 
sample of a class not unknown, either to the frequenters 
of the Regence, or of the London chess divans, as a tribe of 
Arabs to whom the " little shilling" is a thing of system. 
He claims an especial paragraph ; and even the devil shall 
have his due. So stand back, ladies and gentlemen, and 
make room for the great Monsieur Pillefranc. 

The Sieur Pillefranc dwells in a mansards, for he is 
high of soul, and loves to soar above the crowd. He has 
neither employment nor sinecure, beyond an annuity of 
three hundred francs yearly ; and depends for further 
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means upon Providence and the chess-board. Poor as he 
really is, write him a billet without styling him proprie- 
taire, and your chance of reply were slender. At the Cafe 
de la Regence, seven days in the week this player occupies 
one particular chair, the leathern bottom of which he has 
worn to rags three several times during his five-and-thirty 
years' war. A good chess practitioner of what I term the 
cast-iron school, he plays with great rapidity ; and so as 
he dispatches his enemy, cares not how. He knocks down 
knights and bishops as though they were ninepins, rarely 
winning by checkmate; but preferring the certainty of 
picking off your men in detail, one at a time, until the 
board is a blank. In aiming at mate, he knows he might 
make a blunder, even with queen and rook against a pawn; 
and the wise will run no risk. M. Pillefranc is the most 
modest of bipeds. He speaks ever of himself as a mere 
block, stock, and stone. He owns to having acquired the 
rudiments of the game — plays daily pour se disennuyer 
merely — and protests he would not encounter La Bourdon- 
nais at the rook for pins ; the truth being that he is about 
what is termed, in club parlance, a knight-player. In 
thirty-five years, M. Pillefranc has never purposely played 
a single party with a better player ; — I say purposely, be- 
cause the greatest tactician may now and then catch a 
Tartar ; although, even in such case, ways are frequently 
found by a captor of genius to " bring him along." M. 
Pillefranc plays upon a system ; his system being to win. 
" Make money, my son," says the dying lawyer; "honestly, 
if you can ; but make money." A stranger enters the cafe*, 
and is invited smilingly by the Pillefranc to play a game— - 
of course, for nothing. The new comer wins once, twice, 
thrice ; and Monsieur quietly tries the question of " Voulez 
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vous interresser la partie ?*' — the stake proposed, never, I 
must own, exceeding vingt sous. But somehow it happens, 
although really I know not how, that, after the franc is 
wagered, the stranger wins less- and less, and at last cannot 
win at all ; but yet goes away comfortable, for if he lost 
the four last games (at a franc), did he not win the first 
three (played gratis) ? An appointment is made for next 
day; and the Frenchman, hating to win money, chival- 
rously proposes to render odds. " I think I could give, 
perhaps, pawn and move," says he ; and I, who have looked 
over his play some years, think he could give a castle ! But 
even at the pawn, Pillefranc will not take every game. No; 
Monsieur knows better than to kill the bird which lays the 
egg, and stands so quietly to have its tail salted. Pille- 
franc wins at each sitting a small but certain majority. 
He speaks with profound respect of the stranger's skill ; 
and the latter boasts in society that he plays daily with 
the great Monsieur Pillefranc, who can only give him 
pawn and move ! 

Should a chess-player of acknowledged force ask our 
adventurer to play, the Frenchman has the headache, or is 
going away, or is waiting for somebody — from the kingdom 
of the moon ! You are fain to take the excuse ; but, as 
you glance from your GaUgnani to the stove by which 
sits Monsieur, you may mark his cold, grey eye, watching 
the door,— like a hawk about to dart upon a pullet ; or a 
cat under a gooseberry-bush looking out for a fat sparrow ; 
or a bloated spider coiled up in its meshes, eager to hug 
some unsophisticated and tender fly. 1 am fond of a simile, 
and if those given be too homely, let us compare him to 
one of those obscure and foul birds of prey — the grizzly 
vulture, perched upon the topmost point of a blasted rock, 
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whetting beak and talon, while his keen sight traverses 
sea and land in quest of quarry. A greenhorn is not Jong 
wanting, and Monsieur nails him down to the mahogany ; 
taking care, as you are within hearing, to tender the invite 
in a low tone, that you may believe this was the gentleman 
he told you he expected. Should the preliminary game 
with a fresh hand cause Pillefranc to believe he has hooked 
a trout too strong for his tackle, with that one battle does 
the war then and thereafter for ever cease and determine. 
Should the visitor again decline peremptorily to play for 
money, most assuredly will he never henceforth be ho- 
noured with the light of M. Pillefranc's countenance over 
the chess-field. 

With all this cutting, carving, and contriving, the wants 
of our Paris sharp are few, and his habits of life simple. 
White does Pillefranc mark the day in his calendar, on 
which Fortune, or Lafitte's diligence, brings a generous 
Englishman to the altar of immolation, a victim who will 
lose his three francs by two o'clock. Adieu for that day 
to chess. John Bull demands his revanche, but is put off 
on account of " a particular engagement with a lady." To 
the proprietaire it is jour de ftte t and he resolves to enjoy 
it accordingly. He bows lower than ever to the damsel at 
the desk, and sallies forth a flaneur of the first order, to 
sun himself on the Boulevard Italien. His faded hat is 
cocked smartly on his left temple, his cane is poised musket- 
fashion, and his coat buttoned tightly across the chest to 
give a military air to his long and attenuated figure. He 
sings as he goes, but disdains tunes below A te 0 cara, or 
Ma Normandie ; and these he hums in everlasting encores, 
to the jingling accompaniment of the three francs in his 
astonished pocket. Bulwer's bon-vivant regrets that man 
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can dine but once a-day. M. Pillefranc dines many times 
that afternoon ; devouring, in anticipation, the whole carte 
of Paris cookery, from end to end. He asks the price of 
a diamond-ring, and pronounces it cheap at two hundred 
louis. His blood is for the time ethereal, and you could 
hardly sour his temper, even by a kicking. He lounges 
round the glittering cafes of the Boulevards as if he had 
just come forth, or were about to enter ; reminding me of 
a fashionmonger I once knew, who regularly went at mid- 
night to the doors of the Italian Opera to see the company 
come out ! Pillefranc basks in the warm air, like a May- 
fly, until six o'clock ; when, having duly aired his appetite, 
he slips into the restaurant, termed Les Trois Vierges, in 
the Rue St. Martin, where he luxuriates over three courses 
and a dessert, — a fork, a napkin, and a toothpick, — half a 
bottle of wine, and pain a discretim, — all for the small 
charge of twenty-two sous. 

Now I pronounce this man to be a chess-problem, more 
difficult of solution than any one you will find in the 
writings of the learned. If his happiness really depend 
upon chess, why not play with acknowledged artists ; and 
enjoy the excitement derived from encountering a noble 
foe, in preference to the chasing and slaying of " rats and 
mice, and such small deer V* If, again, his pursuit be 
money — if he really want to eat, if he humble himself to 
lie, swivel, and swindle for silver— surely he could earn a 
couple of francs in fifty different ways, in one half the 
time, and at a quarter the cost of brain. I can understand 
a man's cutting a throat, or stopping the mail, or selling 
a race, for a thousand pounds, but I cannot comprehend 
filching one poor franc at a time! 

There is but one way to solve the riddle. Pillefranc 
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loves the hunt of small game, as there exist men who can 
find pleasure in baiting a rat. Pillefranc's enjoyment is in 
the torture of his victim. He licks him, and oils him all 
over, with gloating eye, as the serpent slavers the antelope 
while breaking his bones, to make him slippery of swallow. 
Pillefranc racks his adversary with the zest of the Popish 
inquisitor. He rubs his nerves with a saw, and smiles at 
the agonies he elicits. Pillefranc was born too late. He 
ought to have been dungeon-keeper to some feudal baron. 
A believer in the Pythagorean transmission of soul might 
fancy the spirits of Lafemas and Trois Echelles condensed 
into the inward man of M. Pillefranc. 

The family of Pillefranc is large, but its members never 
play chess with each other. Wolf tears not wolf, thief 
robs not thief. You may espy at times a brace of the 
Pillefranc s, sitting amicably side by side, engaged in con- 
versation ; each watching to do a little business on his own 
account, like Thames watermen waiting for a fare. When 
a flat draws near, the scramble to secure him is too ludicrous, 
either Greek popping the question in so smiling and in- 
different a tone of voice. The Pillefrancs never talk of 
their profession, but it is conventionally assumed that they 
are all honourable men — most perfect gentlemen. As the 
foulest thing has its use, so may M. Pillefranc be made 
serviceable to the tyro who wants a block to chop at. 
Three hours' amusement are surely worth a crown ; and 
thus you get a pennyworth for your penny, and take it 
with your eyes open. And with this, M. Pillefranc, I bid 
you God speed — au revoir. Go back to the dark abode 
from which I have momentarily called you forth, and get 
your bread honestly — if you can. It is to be noted that 
none of the first-rate artists practise the dirty tricks of 
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Pillefranc. They render large odds, and are quite satisfied 

to have the turn in their favour. 

• * • + • 

A change comes over the Regence, and the noise reaches 
its climax, as if the elements of confusion in the caldron 
had received their final stirabout. What portly form do 
we see making its way through the crowd, at this, the 
eleventh hour ? Fifty persons accost him at once, all eager 
to wind up the evening with one more game ; — all shout- 
ing, and laughing, and screaming, with the peculiar and 
prodigious gesticulations of La belle France, rising many 
octaves above concert pitch. The crash is terrific. Not 
to know the potentate, who enters with noise exceeding 
that of drum and trumpet, were indeed to prove yourself 
unknown. The new-comer is De la Bourdonnais, since 
the retirement of Deschapelles, the acknowledged first 
chess-player in the world. 

M. De la Bourdonnais is of noble family, being grand- 
son to that Governor of the Mauritius, immortalized by 
St. Pierre in Paul and Virginia. De la Bourdonnais is 
now about forty-five years of age. He was educated in 
the College of Henri IV., but has never followed any pro- 
fession except chess, which he took up as a passion about 
five-and-twenty years back. La Bourdonnais inherited a 
small paternal estate ; but, I regret to say, that this was 
devoured by some unfortunate building speculation at St. 
Maloes. His frame is large and square, the head present- 
ing a fine study for a phrenologist, bearing the organs of 
calculation enormously developed. Solid and massive, the 
head of La Bourdonnais is a true Napoleon front ; carved 
out of marble, and placed upon shoulders of granite, like 
those of Ajax Telamon. That eye so piercing, looks 



Digitized by 



THE CAFE DB LA REGENCE. 



through and through the board, so as to convey the feeling 
that La Bourdonnais could really see well in the dark, 
which hypothesis accounts for his playing so beautifully 
blindfold* 

You have never seen La Bourdonnais at chess ? Come, 
then ; although late, this is a glorious opportunity. He is 
about to give the rook to Boissy d'Anglas, pair de France ; 
let us hasten to get a favourable position for looking on. 
The spectators of the duel are no mean men : — General 
Haxo, who commanded the artillery for the Son of Thunder 
at Waterloo ; Mery, the poet ; Lacretelle, the naturalist ; 
Calvi, Chamouillet, Robello, and others of' the ilite, are in 
the press; while the venerable Chevalier de Barneville, 
nearly ninety years of age, who has played with Philidor 
and with Jean Jacques, serves as the connecting link of 
three generations, and reminds one of Philidor himself 
come back to witness the triumphs of his illustrious heir. 
I would rather play chess a day with De la Bourdonnais 
than spend a week with Sardanapalus. 

From the east and the west, from the north and the 
south, have players come to kneel at the footstool of the 
monarch. They present themselves under smiling pre- 
tences ; but nerved, nevertheless, to have a pluck at his 
diadem. Hitherto, all have tried in vain ; none having 
encountered La Bourdonnais, for fifteen years, to whom he 
could not give the pawn, with the single exception of the 
late Mr. M'Donnell. At this moment, bowed down to 
earth with a cruel malady, De la Bourdonnais plays chess 
ao well as ever. His great spirit rises above bodily suffer- 
ing, and triumphs over pain. May health be shortly 
restored to him ! 

" Steady and ready," is the motto of De la Bourdonnais. 
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If challenged to engage in an important match, no prepa- 
ration is required beyond half an hour's notice. He will 
play you at any time, by night or by day, or both ; ren- 
dering freely the most liberal odds, his stake being from 
one franc to a hundred. If any one mode of training for 
the battle be more in favour with our chief than another, 
it is perhaps that of Gargantua ; who, when he came to 
the Paris schools, to dispute with the sages of the Seine, 
" refreshed himself," says Rabelais, u two or three days ; 
making very merry with his folks, and inquiring what men 
of learning there were in the city, and what wine they 
drank there" 

The quickness with which La Bourdonnais calculates 
the coups is a beautiful part of his game. Since Philidor, 
he has never, in this respect, been equalled, Deschapelles 
having been a much slower player. When I first had the 
honour of measuring weapons with De la Bourdonnais 
over the chess-board, his rapidity was to me positively ter- 
rific. I was lost in the whirl. You raise your hand to 
play a move, and up go the Frenchman's fingers in readiness 
to present his answer, before you have travelled half way 
towards the piece you mean to touch. You move, and 
your opponent replies, ere your arm has regained its resting 
place. This bustle tries English nerves cruelly. We whip 
and spur, but cannot live the pace. If you are very slow, 
he does not hesitate to tap the table lustily. You labour 
out a ten minutes calculation ; and then, congratulating 
yourself on having done the deed, sink back in your chair 
to enjoy a heavenly interval of repose. Vain hope ! — mis- 
taken mortal ! In less than a single moment, La Bourdon- 
nais plays his counter-stroke ; and, wishing your adversary 
at tons les diables, you recommence, like him of Tartarus, 
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the never-ending task of rolling the stone up the mountain. 
Custom reconciles you, however, to the railroad speed of 
La Bourdonnais ; and, comparing it with the broad-wheeled 
waggons we too often are compelled to travel by in this 
country, you say, " This is, indeed, chess !" La Bour- 
donnais first introduced the piercing the sides of the chess- 
board, like a cribbage machine, in order to peg the number 
of games played at a sitting. He tells them off by the 
score ! 

The rapidity of De la Bourdonnais can only, in fact, be 
equalled by his gluttony for the game. Nothing satiates 
him, or causes him to cry, " Hold ! — enough !" His chess 
hours are from noon till midnight, seven times a week. 
He seems to be a species of chess-automaton, wound up 
to meet all conceivable cases with mathematical accuracy. 
When he played his famed match here of nearly one hun- 
dred games with our M'Donnell, the hour of meeting 
being between eleven and twelve a.m., the encounter has 
frequently continued until six or seven p.m. ; after which 
Mr. M'Donnell would cease playing, exhausted frequently 
even to weariness. Not so De la Bourdonnais. He would 
snatch a hasty dinner by the side of the chessboard, and in 
ten minutes be again enthroned in his chair, the hero of 
the hundred fights giving rook, or knight, or pawn, as the 
case might be, to any opponent who presented; fresh as 
the dewy morn, and vigorous as though 'twere breakfast- 
time. He would play thus till long past midnight ; smoking 
cigars, drinking punch, and pouring forth his full soul in 
even boisterous merriment ; dismissing at times his punch 
in favour of what he termed, " Burton ale-beer," the only 
fault of which, he was wont to say, was, that after three 
or four bottles, he became additionally impatient, if he 
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found his adversary slow. I recollect that upon one occasion 
he played above forty games of chess at a sitting, with ama- 
teurs of every grade of skill ; and with all this, he had to 
be at his post to encounter M'Donnell in the morning. 

The habits of De la Bourdonnais over the board are, 
indeed, the very reverse of what would be expected from 
so profound a thinker; but he appears to be divided into 
two existences, — the one of which does the chess, the other 
the fun. Jokes, songs, and epigrams, burst in a flood from 
his lips, in tones like those of Lablache. This is, of course, 
chiefly after dinner, when giving large odds, and when 
winning ; for, should the tables turn in the latter respect, 
the brows of our friend lour like the storm-clouds of 
Mont Blanc. De la Bourdonnais expressed himself to me, 
as being altogether confounded at the imperturbability of 
M'Donnell under defeat. Our countryman, at one sitting, 
lost three games running ; " And yet,'* quoth La Bour- 
donnais, " he could smile ! Had it been me," added the 
Frenchman, emphatically, " I should have torn the hair 
from my head!" — and so he would. 

No passing events can shake the attention of La Bour- 
donnais when at chess. He concocts jests and mates in 
the same crucible. Une petite position is what he aims at 
from the beginning. Let him once attain that, and be 
sure he'U hold his own, When the joke and the laugh 
rise highest, then look out for squalls, and reef your top- 
sails. To you it is dark night, but to his leopard-eye 
the first rays of the sun are gilding the mountain top. His 
advantage improves, and he absolutely smothers you in 
mystification and nonsense. Taruffi once met Ercole del 
Rio in a chess cafe; and when beaten soundly, exclaimed, 
" You must be either the devil or Del Rio !" The mortality 
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of our hero is certainly at times to be suspected. The 
clearness with which he foresees consequences, through a 
long vista of checks and changes, is truly admirable. No 
man sacrifices a piece so well ; none know so fully the art 
of playing the proper move at the proper time. When 
hard pushed, his coups de resource are electrifying. Win 
a piece, it is a trifle ; nothing short of killing him outright 
will avail you. Strike him merely to the earth, and 
Antaeus-like, he rises stronger from the fall. " I should 
never have given up chess,*' said Deschapelles once to me, 
" except in favour of La Bourdonnais. He is worthy to 
sustain the honour of my school, and in his hands the re- 
putation of France is safe !" 

De la Bourdonnais has not disdained to study books. 
He has played through all that has been written. The 
openings are familiar to him. He has the most dashing 
variations of attack at his fingers' end, and meets a new 
mode of assault intuitively with the strongest defence. 
He is not like one fine player who can only conduct the 
middles of games well ; or another, who possesses but the 
mechanical knowledge of openings and endings. De la 
Bourdonnais plays every part of chess well ; the pieces in 
a complicated situation, above all, beautifully. His pawn- 
play, towards the close of the game, is superb ; as a judge 
of what we term "position," he stands alone. Many 
established axioms he appears to disregard, but this arises 
from the species of second-sight he possesses over the 
board. Isolated pawns he thinks of " not over much" a 
piece in danger troubles him not. Set-openings he laughs 
to scorn, and breaks up what the tyro has been taught, 
and rightly taught, to think legitimate rules. The genius 
of a La Bourdonnais, or a Napoleon, makes its own laws, 
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and owns none other. De la Bourdonnais plays to check- 
mate, and he does it ; what would you have more ? He 
bowls at the adverse king, with the force, and celerity, and 
deadly sweep of a Mynn, or a congreve rocket 

The game we are looking over is done ; De la Bourdon- 
nais gives check-mate, and the noise becomes positively 
infernal. Not only do all chatter at once, but, like the 
talking bird in the Eastern tale, each man appears en- 
dowed with twenty different voices. A rush is made to- 
wards the chess-board, and a dozen hands snatch at the 
pieces, to shew what the unfortunate loser could, would, 
should, or might have done. Thus was Job comforted of 
old, and thus do the tormentors attack a man already suffer- 
ing sufficient disquiet in being beaten. The English are 
the best lookers-on in the world, the French the very 
worst. They do not hesitate, during the most interesting 
crisis, to whisper their opinions freely ; to point with 
their hands over the board ; to foretell the probable future ; 
to vituperate the past. It is hard to play before such 
critics ; and rather trying to the nerves to hear yourself 
styled, perhaps, " an ass," for what you thought a neat bit 
of play ; or to see lips coiling, and sneering, and smiling 
contemptuously at your proceedings, knowing that the 
scorners in a similar case would play ten times worse than 
you have done. When your move is made, half a dozen 
voices are loudly raised to demand " Pourquoi diable, you 
didn't do this?" or, " Why you overlooked that?" I have 
lost many games in Paris through similar impertinences, 
and have all but vowed that when next I played chess 
there, it should be in a barricaded room. Talking of 
barricades, I may here remark that never was the Cafe de 
la Regence more thronged with chess-players than during 
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the three glorious days of July, 1830. Speak of parting 
lovers ! why 'twere easier to sunder Romeo and Juliet, 
than two staunch chess-players over a good game. Ten 
revolutions working at once around — the sun and moon 
dancing the chahut, with the stars whirling by in joyous 
gallopade — no wreck of worlds or systems could, I say, 
sever two real chess enthusiasts in the heat of battle. 

To those who think I exaggerate the noise of the Re- 
gence at the close of the evening, I can only say, witness 
it before passing judgment. In singing and spitting, its 
inmates are particularly strong ; would they all sang the 
same tune, and spat only, as French lady-vocalists do on 
the stage, between the verses. I know Frenchmen who, 
at chess, expectorate airs with variations, and are quite 
surprised we do not sanction the custom. Cigars are for- 
bidden in the Regence. This is as it should be. The 
same moral rule which permits one individual in a public 
room, to blow second-hand tobacco-smoke in your face, 
should be equally lenient to the smokers of opium, valerian, 
or assafoetida. Eat, drink, or suck what you will your- 
self, but do not force me to go shares against my will. 

To whom is destined the marshal's baton when De la 
Bourdonnais throws it down, and what country will furnish 
his successor? The speculation is interesting. Will Gaul 
continue the dynasty by placing a fourth Frenchman on 
the throne of the world ? — the three last chess-chiefs 
having been successively Philidor, Deschapelles, and De 
la Bourdonnais. I have my doubts. Boncourt is passing, 
St. Amant forsaking chess ; and there is no third son of 
France worthy of being borne on the books, save as a petty 
officer. May we hope that the laurel is growing in 
England ? No ! Ten thousand reasons forbid the supposi- 
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tion. Germany, Holland, and Belgium, contain no likely 
man. At present, De la Bourdonnais, like Alexander the 
Great, is without heir, and there is room to fear the empire 
may be divided eventually under a number of petty kings. 
M. Deschapelles considers that chess is an affair of the 
sud, and that the cold north can never produce a first-rate 
chess organization. I cannot admit the truth of the hy- 
pothesis ; since we find the north, in our time, bringing 
forth the hardest thinkers of the day in every department. 
Calvi of Italy will go far in chess ; but so will Szen of 
Poland, and Kaesaritzky of Livonia. The imperial name 
of the latter is alone a pawn in his favour ; but, I repeat, 
the future is yet wrapped in darkness. * * 

De la Bourdonnais and his illustrious staff have left the 
Regence ; the players are thinning rapidly off; the drums 
have beaten the round, and the good wives of Paris are 
airing their husbands* nightcaps. The garcons yawn and 
sigh as they watch the termination of the last dominoe 
party. Even that comes to its end, and the Regence is 
nearly vacant; the counter is abdicated; the cafe is 
cleared ; my friend has gone, and the gas seems going. I 
am alone in the field of battle — the last man of the cam- 
paign. Midnight has stiuck its long, long bell, and I re- 
luctantly prepare to face the cold. Farewell, at least for 
a season, to the Cafe de la Regence ! I go forth to pick 
my solitary way, through thy now snowy mud, O Paris ! 
praying most fervently to the saint who watcheth over chess- 
players, that my portier may not be in the heaven of 
dreams, but that I may be permitted to obtain entrance to 
mine inn, before the tenth time of ringing ! 
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RUY LOPEZ, THE CHESS-BISHOP. 

A LEGEND OF SPAIN. 

" The flood of time is rolling on — 
We stand upon its brink, whilst they are gone 
To glide in peace down death's mysterious stream. 

Have ye done well ? They moulder flesh and bone 

Who might have made this life's envenomed dream 

A sweeter draught than ye will ever taste, I deem."— Shelley. 

All the world believes that Ruy Lopez was created a 
bishop by Philip II. for his transcendant skill in chess ; 
but the real circumstances of his investiture with the mitre 
have been hitherto enveloped in that veil of time which 
darkens over so many romantic incidents of the past. Com- 
mon report is a common liar. The lowly priest rose not 
to cope and stole through chess alone, but was indebted 
for his rank to a freak of fortune, as wildly extravagant 
as any one frolic of the laughter-loving fiend of the Hartz 
mountain. Romance has well been styled tame, compared 
with the incidents of real life. Since the laying bare to 
public view the records of Spain's oldest monastic libra- 
ries, consequent upon the reign of anarchy in which that 
fine kingdom has been plunged for the few last years, 
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many curious scenes of the past have emerged from Cim- 
merian darkness to the light of modern day. Listen to 
one of the least of them. 

King Philip sat in the Escurial, playing chess with Ruy 
Lopez, that great master of our mighty art, who knelt by 
especial favour with one knee on a cushion of brocade, 
while a party of nobles were standing grouped around, in 
varied attitudes of sorrowful and serious attention. The 
morn was bright as the orange-groves of Granada ; and the 
sun streamed through the lofty arches of the windows 
upon the gorgeously decorated hall, shaded by curtains of 
violet-coloured velvet, light as the dreams of hope upon 
the mind of sanguine youth. But the day-star of heaven 
seemed at that moment hardly congenial with the deep 
gloom which evidently hung upon the royal presence ; for 
the brow of Philip was dark as the thunder-cloud, ere it 
breaks on the hills of the Alpuxarres. The monarch 
glanced from beneath his bushy eyebrows frequently and 
fiercely towards the arched doors of entrance ; the chiefs 
exchanged, stealthily, many sad looks of meaning intelli- 
gence; and the chesse was clearly not uppermost in the 
mind of any one man present, saving our priest, Ruy 
Lopez, the learned clerk of Zafra, who was plodding out 
a certain forced checkmate in some half-dozen moves, and 
in whose inward soul was working a warm struggle as to 
which ought to be allowed to take the upper hand upon 
this occasion, — his own proper and dear reputation as the 
first chess-player in the country, or the politic deference 
due to Europe's most Catholic majesty, Philip, lord of the 
fair lands of Spain and her dependencies. 

The portals swung suddenly open, and a coarse, sinister- 
looking man presented himself somewhat abruptly before 
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the king, awaiting silently the royal command to speak. 
The intruder's appearance was highly unprepossessing ; and 
the courtiers imperceptibly drew up as though a serpent 
had glided in among them. Of sturdy frame, attired in a 
doublet of shaggy black leather, the face of the man pre- 
sented the low-arched forehead and sordid mouth peculiar 
to the habitual exercise of vulgar passions, while his 
features acquired a cast of increased brutality from the 
scar which traversed them obliquely from brow to chin, 
burying itself in a huge uncombed beard, as coarse as 
hemp. Philip trembled as he made an effort to speak, and 
a quivering galvanic shudder passed around. The new 
comer was Fernando Calavar, Spain's chief executioner. 

" Is he dead ?" choked Philip, in hoarse and smothered 
tones. 

" My liege, he lives as yet. A grandee of Spain, he 
pleads the privileges of his order ; and I may not deal with 
one of the pure Hidalgo strain, without more especial bid- 
ding from your majesty^" 

A subdued murmur of approbation broke from the proud 
peers around, and the blood of old Castile danced brighter 
upon lip and cheek. The young Alonzo d'Ossuna sud- 
denly donned his cap of estate ; and his bold example was 
followed by the majority of those present, their white 
plumes towering forestlike in the air, as they thus appeared 
to enter a tacit protest in defence of their rights at large, 
by availing themselves of the privilege immutably held by 
Spain's grandees, to stand covered at will, before their sov- 
ereign. The sullen Philip yet knit his brows still closer, 
and struck his clenched hand heavily upon the chess- 
board, — 

" By our own council has he been tried and condemned 
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to death. What dares the traitor now demand ? " inquired 
the king. 

" Sire, he asks to die by axe and block, and to be left 
alone in solitude during the last three hours of life with a 
priest." 

" Granted,'* said Philip. " Is not our own confessor in 
attendance upon him, as I commanded ? " 

" He is, may it please your majesty ; but the duke is 
contumacious, and laughs the holy Diaz di Zilva to scorn. 
He says he will take absolution from none under the rank 
of a bishop in Spain's church, such being the prerogative 
of a noble, doomed to die by sentence of law for high treason." 

" Certainly, such is our privilege," boldly interposed the 
gallant D'Ossuna; "and we claim our cousin's rights at 
the hand of our king." 

" Our rights and the justice of the king are indis- 
soluble," repeated Don Diego de Tarraxas, count of Valen- 
cia, an aged man of gigantic height, with flowing silvery 
hair and beard ; who, clothed in steel, and bearing the 
baton of Spain's high-constable, stood carelessly leaning 
on his sheathed Toledo. 

" Our rights and privileges !" cried half-a-dozen nobles 
in a breath. 

Philip started up from his ebony throne, and the thun- 
der-cloud exploded,— 

" By the bones of the Campeador, by the soul of St. 
Iago, have I sworn," cried the monarch, sternly and col- 
lectedly, " neither to eat nor to drink, at board or banquet, 
until I have looked upon the head of Guzman, the traitor ! 
But Tarraxas has well spoken, — the justice of the king 
binds up the rights of all his subjects. Time flies. Lord 
constable, where nearest dwells a bishop ?" 
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" I have had ever more to do with the camp than the 
church," bluntly replied De Tarraxas. " Your majesty's 
royal almoner, Don Silvas, here present, may surely better 
answer the question." 
Don Silvas y Mendez tremblingly took up the word,— 
" May the king live ! — the bishop of Segovia is attached 
to his majesty's household ; but he died last week, and the 
fiat to appoint his successor even now lies on the council 
table, subject to the pope's veto. A convocation of the 
heads of the church is being held at Valladolid, and all 
the bishops will be at this time there. I know that the 
bishop of Madrid left his palace yesterday, to attend that 
meeting." 

A faint smile played across the lip of D'Ossuna. He 
was of the Guzman blood, and the condemned duke was 
his dearest friend. The king caught his glance, and a new 
expression shone in his own leaden, heavy eye, — 

" We are king," said Philip, slowly and austerely, u and 
our throne may not be altogether mocked. This sceptre is, it 
may be, light in weight, but the fool that sports with it, will 
find it crush him like an iron pillar. Our holy father the 
pope is somewhat in my debt on the score of obligation, 
and we fear not his disapproval of the step we are about to 
take. If the King of Spain can beget a prince, he can 
surely create a bishop. Stand forth, Ruy Lopez, Bishop 
of Segovia ! Stand forth, priest, I command, and assume 
thy rank in the church !" 

Ruy Lopez arose from hisfotstool, but hesitated, — " May 
it please your majesty " 

" Peace, lord-bishop, and obey thy sovereign's word ! 
The formalities of thy instalment remain for a future day. 
Our subjects cannot fail to respect the will of the king in 
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this matter. Bishop of Segovia, away with Calavar to the 
chamber of the condemned ! Shrive the soul from sin, and 
at the end of three hours give the body up to our axe of 
justice. Don Guzman de Montez, prince of Calatrava and 
duke of Medina Sidonia, surely dies the death this day. 
And hark ye, Calavar, in this apartment do we await thy 
return with the head of the traitor ; and if thou fail us in 
exact obedience, better were it for thee never to have been 
born. Euy Lopez, I invest thee with mine own signet- 
ring, lest the duke doubt thy word. Ha, gentlemen!" 
added the monarch, tauntingly, " dare ye now question the 
justice of your king ?" 

No voice responded. Ruy Lopez followed Calavar from 
the presence; and the king, quietly resuming his seat, 
waved to one of his chief favourites, Don Ramirez, count 
of Biscay, to face him at the chess-board. " With chess, 
my lords, and your good and loyal company, will I pass 
away this tiresome interval, and none of ye will leave the 
hall, until the return of Calavar." 

So the king and Don Ramirez commenced a fresh game 
of chess ; and the nobles, leaning as they best might, to 
support their wearied limbs, stood pensively grouped in 
similar postures and attitudes as when our tale began. 

Meanwhile Calavar led the newly created father of the 
church through many a winding hall and gloomy arch. Ruy 
Lopez walked as one walks in a dream. His was not the 
heart to hurt even bird, or flower, or fly. In the silence of 
that heart he cursed both court and king. True, he was 
Bishop of Segovia, but heavy was the price, at which he felt 
the dignity had to be purchased. The Guzman, too, his 
own esteemed patron— the first chess amateur in Spain. 
Ruy Lopez prayed, as he passed over the cold marble cor- 
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ridor which led to the prisons of state, that its deeps would 
open and swallow him alive. 

In a narrow oaken-panelled chamber, its iron door 
strongly guarded with bolt and bar, paced the doomed 
Prince of Calatrava, with agitated and most unequal steps. 
The floor was covered with thick coarse matting ; the cell's 
only furniture, besides, being a massive table, a couple of 
heavy wooden stools, and a rudely carved crucifix, fixed in 
a small recess opposite the one narrow arched window, which 
lighted the apartment. The lattice was at lofty elevation, 
and crossed carefully with iron bars, through whose slender 
apertures played even then the sunbeams, as if in mockery 
of man, his torturings and his agonies. Ruy Lopez faced 
the duke, and the noble captive courteously saluted his 
visitor. O vanity of earthly possessions ! Yes, he, the gal- 
lant Guzman, the king's especial favourite, the noble and 
the brave, was bidden unto death, most innocently, in the 
full pride of youth and vigour. Heavy were the proofs of 
his alleged treason ; the chief being an intercepted despatch 
in the Guzman's own handwriting, to the throne of France, 
in which a plan was proposed to take the life of Philip. 
Firm in the strength of rectitude, the duke's contemptuous 
silence upon accusal had filled up, apparently, t'^e measure 
of his treason. He faced the storm as a column of granite, 
but the thunder- stroke had dashed him earthwards. Don 
Guzman had braved death in every form, and blenched 
not for himself at this sudden beckoning away of its pale, 
pale arm ; but his soul sank when he thought of the lady 
of his love, his betrothed bride, the beautiful and young 
Estella, who as yet knew nought of woe or suffering, as 
she trustingly awaited Calatrava's coming to claim her 
hand, in the halls of her sires, on the banks of the Guadal- 
quiver. 
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Calavar, the executioner, bluntly reported the monarch's 
mandate, and the priest sorrowfully confirmed the tidings. 
Don Guzman acknowledged the presence of a bishop, and 
bent his knee to receive the blessing of our chess-player. 
M In three hours, then, I am thine," said the duke, with 
majesty, as he waved Calavar forth. The ruffian retired, 
and Ruy Lopez and the Hidalgo were left alone, the bishop 
trembling as though palsy-stricken. The duke pressed 
his confessor's hand in silence. It is something to think 
we have yet one friend. 

u You and I have met," said Don Guzman, after a long 
pause, " under happier, circumstances." 

" We have," faltered out the new-born bishop. A stran- 
ger would have thought Ruy Lopez the doomed man of 
the two. 

" Yes ! and when in the presence of Philip and the court 
you played your great match with Paolo Boi, the Sicilian, 
it was upon my right arm our monarch leaned. And now ! " 

" I wish to Heaven I were in Nova Hispania ! " thought 
Ruy Lopez ! but nerving himself, he continued, aloud, 
"All these, dear son and friend, are idle thoughts. 
Lose not the time allowed to you to make your peace with 
Heaven ! but let us pray together hopefully that the holy 
offices of the church may cleanse the soul from spot, 
and thus prepare it for the mighty change." 

" A change indeed ! " exclaimed the noble captain. 
" And yet, let but a few short years pass away, and what 
will it have mattered ? Chess-players as we both are, how 
well come home Cervantes' words that life is but a game 
of chess. I forget the exact passage, but its meaning is 
that whereas on earth men play different parts, like chess- 
pieces, some being kings, peasants, or knights, according 
to fate, talent, or birth, so, after a season, enters Death 
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upon the scene, and levels them all in the grave ; as we 
replace the chess equipment in its coffer. " 

" Well do I remember those words of theJDon," said 
Lopez ; " and equally pat is honest Sancho's answer, that, 
however good the parallel, the idea was not so new but 
that he had heard it before. But Heaven pardon this our 
sin of trifling ! " 

" I was your favourite pupil, your strongest antagonist," 
remarked the duke, the words falling meaningless from 
his lips, as if he sought but to pass the time away. 

u You were — you are !" cried the bishop, impatiently. 
"But again I say let us kneel in prayer, dear son." 

And they knelt, the priest and the peer, before that hum- 
ble crucifix ; and many were the words of Don Guzman's 
confession, hidden by the sacred seal of the church, deep in 
the torn soul of the weeping bishop. Ruy Lopez blessed 
the prisoner, and absolved his spirit from guilt, according 
to the holy Catholic rite. The last word appeared to have 
been spoken, and the solemn subject closed; but an hour 
remained of the allotted time. The manner of the dying 
man was marked by dignity, divested of bravado. 

" This delay is horrible ! " <jried the duke. " Where- 
fore do they tarry ? An eternity of torture drags its hideous 
length in every second of time! .The world and I have 
parted — would that all were over ! " And Don Guzman 
strode rapidly across the cell, looking involuntarily upon the 
door continually, as if expecting to see it suddenly give 
way to the apparition of Calavar and his assistants, with 
all their frightful apparatus. The noble duke's firmness 
was evidently yielding to the agony of that awful soul- 
rack. 

Now it happened, that Ruy Lopez, although a bishop, 
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was yet a man ; and in man, the workings of nature go 
regularly on, like the wheels of a clock. The priest had 
recovered his own self-possession, yielding to that which 
he felt to be inevitable. He was struck with this last 
exclamation, so pitiable, of the duke, and marked the 
clammy death-sweat dropping from the victim's marble brow. 
Ruy Lopez heartily wished the scene over, for the sake of 
both, and a sudden thought gave vent to his own ruling 
passion. The hour was to be slain, before the man. 

" If a game of chess, now, were not profane ! " faltered 
forth the priest. 

" A good thought ! " cried Don Guzman, recalled again 
to earth, and braced once more to energy by the singularity 
of the proposition. " Clever bishop ! dear confessor ! a 
truly capital idea, and a most original conception ! A 
farewell chess-party — a last Lopez Gambit ! How can we 
better pass the time ? But the chess-men, dear friend." 

Ruy Lopez kindled like flame from gunpowder. He all 
but laughed outright. 

" Pardon me, noble duke,'* said the bishop, " but my 
clerical gown always holds the weapons of war. " And he 
produced a miniature chess equipage accordingly ; drawing 
the two massive oaken settles to the table, and hastily 
setting up the pieces. " Our lady forgive me ! " continued 
Ruy Lopez ; " but I sometimes amuse myself witii exami- 
ning a chess position in the confessional." 

" Many curious problems are doubtless solved there," 
retorted the prisoner, with a smile. 

So the two grandees, spiritual and temporal, sat down 
to chess, and were speedily engaged in a game of remark- 
able interest. What a painter's theme were now that 
little cell ! What a subject for the pencil of Rembrandt 
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or Salvator Rosa! The one narrow, confined window, 
with its lofty stream of sunlight pouring in full flood adown 
the manly features of Don Guzman, as if in mockery of 
God's own image, so soon to be blood-marked by cruel 
man. The chess-board, — the benevolent countenance of 
Ruy Lopez, now eagerly calculating his move, with every 
thought abstracted from earth, and confined to the chess 
position before him, and now that face bedewed with pity's 
tear, as its ken glanced unmarked upon the noble victim,—- 
the muscular shiver at intervals thrilling fearfully through 
both peer and priest at the slightest coming of sound — ay, 
even at the beating of their own hearts ! This last, I say, 
was not the least fearful feature of the scene. 

As I have but now remarked, and as I in fact remark 
to myself every day of the week, and every hour of the 
day, human nature is a very curious sort of nature, and 
its workings are ofttimes most capriciously inexplicable. 
The varied emotions of our two chess-players presently 
ran into a different channel to what might have been per- 
haps expected. While in bis tremor of spirit, Ruy Lopez 
played nearly a rook below his proper force ; the intense 
excitement of the moment stimulated the pride of the 
Guzman, and appeared to endow him with preternatural 
skill. The high and generous blood of Old Castile res- 
ponded to the call, and never had the duke played a game 
with such tremendous strength of purpose, such lucidity 
of calculation. The taper burns brightest as it flashes 
forth its last spark,— the song of the swan in death is ever 
most musical. The mind of the gallant noble appeared 
already to have disenthralled itself from earth, and to have 
become that purely spiritual essence, into which it was 
about to be resolved by steel and headsman. The duke 
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opened his game skilfully, dashed impetuously into attack, 
and acquired a position of all but certain victory. Ruy 
Lopez had not set his heart much upon the matter; how 
could he ? and his best energies seemed now all unequal 
to meet the unwonted powers of the assault. Chess-players 
will understand this description. More and more compli- 
cated became the situation of the pieces, and never did 
fancy carve chess problem more scientifically intricate, 
than that into which our combatants had interwoven their 
battle array. The bishop buckled to work in earnest, and 
tasked his brain almost to bursting, for a mode of parrying 
the almost inevitable, though it might be remote, checkmate. 
Don Guzman, on his part, poured his soul into the fray 
with that glow of approaching conquest hardly appreciable 
in this our icy clime of the north ; and never, never was 
chess enthusiasm more vividly developed. The world 
without was forgotten, — time and space no longer percep- 
tibly existed. The universe was the chess-board — a life 
was in each move. Happy the delusion, could it but en- 
dure ; but, alas ! for the good and the brave, the minutes 
and the seconds were numbered. The door flew open, and 
the duke was startlingly re-awakened from his dream, by 
the all too horrible reality which presented itself! The 
very beast of the desert can be more merciful than man. 

With the lightning swiftness which marks the change 
of scene at a theatre, was the holy solitude of that 
peaceful chamber transformed into a very hall of hell. 
The stern Calavar was again upon his prey, backed by 
three dark ruffians with sword and torch, as if heaven's 
proper light was all unfit for the destroyer. A block, co- 
vered with black cloth, was wheeled suddenly forwards ; 
and the short axe placed thereon told fearful tidings of 
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that which was to follow. In stern silence, as men used 
to labour in blood, did the satellites of the doomster fix 
their torches in the appointed niches, and strew the floor 
around with the dust of the cedar. All this was the work 
of a moment; life is but a breath of the nostril. Ruy 
Lopez sprang tremblingly to his feet, as Calavar advanced 
to the chess-table ; but the duke stirred neither limb nor 
muscle, remaining in eager gaze fixed upon the board, 
caring not for the intrusion of man or fiend. Don Guzman 
had to move. 

The workers of woe completed their preparations, and 
stood sullenly leaning upon their swords of office. Their 
gloomy chief laid his hand upon the duke's shoulder. 

" Come ! " croaked the husky Calavar. Oh ! what fear- 
ful meaning can be conveyed in one poor word I 

The prisoner started, as though serpent-bitten. 

" Let me finish my game ! " said Don Guzman, authori- 
tatively. 

" Impossible ! " 

" But I have won it, fellow ! I have a certainly forced 
mate; I must play it out." 

" Impossible ! " repeated the dark one. 

" Are the three hours really expired ?" asked the Guzman. 

" Their sand has run out. We are the king's servants, 
and we have a duty to perform ! " And Calavar accordingly 
beckoned to his band, who advanced a few steps. 

Now the duke was sitting in the recess under the one 
little window facing the portal, and both bishop and chess 
table were consequently placed between him and his ap- 
pointed blood-spillers. Don Guzman raised his voice, and 
spoke haughtily, in the tone becoming one who succeeded 
to an ancestral line of twelve hundred years. 
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"This game to me, and my head to thee ; but until it be 
played out, I stir not. One short half-hour will give me 
victory*" 

" Duke, I respect thee," responded Calavar ; " but this 
may not be : my own life hangs in the balance. Come! " 

Don Guzman drew from his fingers half-a-dozen gemmed 
rings of brilliants, and carelessly tossed them to the ruffians, 
as if to stay their thirst for gore. " I say I will finish the 
game," said^ he, calmly. The jewels lay peacefully un- 
touched among the saw-dust, and the headsmen looked at 
each other doubtingly. 

" This is but trifling ; our orders are peremptory ! " 
cried Calavar, more impetuously. "Forgive me, noble 
duke, do you respect the will of your suzerain, or must we 
use force ? The bidding of the monarch shall be done ; 
the sentence of Spain's law must be executed ; leave then 
your seat in peace, prince, and ruffle not your last moments 
by unavailing opposition. Speak to the duke, reverend 
father, most holy bishop ! Bid Don Guzman bow to his 
fate." 

The reply of Ruy Lopez was eager as unexpected. He 
snatched the curtal axe from off the billet, and waving it 
over his head, shouted, like the captain of a thousand men 
in battle : 

" He shall finish the game, by God ! " cried the bishop. 

Startled at the action accompanying these words, Calavar 
recoiled, and nearly fell down over his myrmidons. The 
scene may be imagined, better than described. Swords 
were presented, and the band were about to rush like 
wolves upon their prey. Ruy Lopez seemed transformed 
into Hercules. He dashed his heavy oaken stool upon the 
floor before his feet. 
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" The first man who passes bounds thus fixed by the 
church," said the bishop, " I cleave his impious skull. Up 
noble duke, up, and to the work ! there are but four of the 
miscreants. I say your highness shall not be baulked 
of your last wish, though it cost me life ! And woe, 
ye villains! unutterable woe, to the wretch who shall 
dare to lay bloody hands upon a bishop of the church 
of Christ! Anathema Maranatha ! Accursed be he, 
utterly and for ever. Cut off eternally from the faithful 
fold, — a leper here, a howling fiend hereafter. Lower 
your steel, bloodhounds, and respect the Lord's anointed !" 
And Ruy Lopez continued to pour forth, in a jargon of 
Latin and Spanish, one of those sublime forms of damna- 
tion, visited by his church upon the ex-communicated, — 
codes of cursing which so well entitle the pope of Rome 
to be hailed as the prince of bully-boys and rufflers. 

The effect of our bishop's eloquence was splendidly 
emphatic. The men were awe-struck and tranquil, as if 
changed to stone. Even the sturdy Calavar felt that to 
slay a bishop of the church was not lightly to be thought 
of, without a more solemnly legal warrant. 

" I go to the king," said Calavar. 

" You may go to — Hades ! " responded the bishop, in 
phrase of purest Doric. 

What course remained for adoption? Calavar was in 
heart all averse to reporting these untoward matters to 
majesty. Philip was uncertain of mood, and was, besides, 
awaiting, like the daughter of Herodias, for her victim's 
head on a charger. To approach a wild animal at feeding 
time is ever dangerous. The chief executioner rapidly ran 
over the several chances. To butcher the duke and priest 
as they stood, was an undertaking not hastily to be entered 
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upon, however great the preponderance of force upon the 
side of the law. Ruy Lopez was a powerful man, and his 
blood was up. Don Guzman was unarmed, but desperate, 
and seemed amazingly to enjoy the idea of a battle. Pru- 
dence suggested the idea of temporizing, rather than at 
once rushing to extremity. Calavar was bidden to bear 
the duke's head to the foot of the throne, and felt a natural 
disinclination to mar his skilful carving. The time lost 
might be accounted for by a falsehood, and even were this 
impossible, the same half-hour would be equally consumed, 
if expended in a brutal and hazardous struggle. The Guz- 
man had a large following ; his friends at court were pow- 
erful ; their vengeance was to be dreaded. Calavar resolved 
upon keeping the peace, and his decision was, in my humble 
opinion, both just and natural. 

" Will you promise, really and truly, to finish this accursed 
game in half an hour, duke ? " said Calavar, after a long 
pause. 

" I will," answered Don Guzman. 
" In the name of the devil, play on, then," replied the 
executioner. 

The truce being thus perfected, the players resumed 
their seats, and were instantly reabsorbed in the conduct 
of their game. Calavar was himself a chess-player, and 
while he mentally anathematized both duke and prelate, 
by every saint in the calendar, was fain to make a virtue 
of necessity, and looked on with a face of flint. The varied 
attitudes of his followers, grouped as they were around the 
more interested party, were in strict accordance with the 
scene. The executioners seemed to form a wall of steel 
and muscle, dividing the doomed chess-player from earth 
utterly and for ever. Don Guzman glanced carelessly round, 
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and even at that sad moment his gallant spirit quailed 
not. 

" Never played I chess in so goodly a presence before," 
said the duke, with a smile. " Bear witness, fellows, when 
I am gone, that once in my life, I mated Ruy Lopez ! " * 
and he addressed himself again to his task, with flushed 
features, lighted up yet by that cold, sad smile, like a sun- 
beam on Alpine snows. 

The bishop made no comment aloud on this remark ; but 
he kept fast hold of the trenchant axe, and scanned ever 
and anon the rugged features of the men around, as if 
longing in his heart for an opportunity to stir up the sleeping 
fray, " Were the duke and I," thought Ruy Lopez, " but 
sure of passage from this blood-stained tiger-den, by the 
sacred cross ! I should think but little of braining the whole 
four of ye ! " 

And so went on their chess, and frightful was it to see 

the yet living dead await with such calm content the stroke 

of the slayer ; fancy depicting the outlines of the scene 

constantly to Ruy Lopez through his many varied years 

of after-life,— death hovering the while on vulture wings 

above the group, eager to clutch his destined prey. 
• * * * 

But how passed the time during this interval in the halls 

* Seneca gives an anecdote of one Cains Julius, which I quote from 
Lodge's translation, 1614, presenting a curious parallel. Lodge, 
however, is wrong in assuming the game to have been chess; the 
Romans having been certainly ignorant of that sport ; and the pre- 
sumption is that it was a species of backgammon. " Hee was playinge 
at Cheese (Ludebat latmncuUs) at such ar time as the centurion who 
ledde a troope of condemned men to deathe commanded him likewise 
to be cited. Hauing scarce finished his game, he counted his men 
(numeravit calados), and said to him with whom he -pl&yed^Beware saith 
he, when I am dead, that thou belyest me not, and sayest thou hast wonne the 
game. Then, nodding his head to the centurion, following forthe, he 
added, Bear me witness^ that J have the vantage of one" 
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of majesty ? How fared it with the lord of the Escurial, 
while his most devoted servant was thus passing through 
his death agony ? If the three hours had dragged out their 
coil hut tardily in that dark tower where groaned impri- 
soned innocence, their waning in the court of Philip had 
been yet more tedious. Condemned by form to remain 
in standing posture, and forbidden under any pretence to 
quit the royal presence, the nobles of the court, many of 
them in complete armour, were, despite the hardy habits 
of the times, almost sinking with fatigue, as they forcedly 
made pretence of watching the chess going on between 
the monarch and Don Ramirez, count of Biscay, a fine 
tall figure, but whose courtly and varnished smile at the 
present moment was hardly in keeping with the general 
aspect. De Tarraxas, with half-closed eyes, stood still, as 
the rock of Calpe ; resembling rather one of those gigantic 
suits of steel one sees in Gothic halls, than a man of real 
bone and blood. 

The youthful Alonzo d'Ossuna, wanting the iron frame 
of the lord high constable, and palsied with heart-sickness 
at the cruel fate of him he had loved so well — his leader 
in war, bis model of every great quality which may adorn 
a man — D'Ossuna (my legend runs) leaned against a marble 
pillar in a most pitiable state of depression, like a flower- 
stalk snapped asunder by the cutting tempest of the east. 
Suddenly Philip started up, and began to pace the floor 
again with unequal steps, as at the commencement of our 
chapter, at times pausing to catch the most distant echo 
of sound, at others turning and watching the sand-glass 
which marked the passing flight of day. All was silent as 
the chamber of Azrael, the angel of death ; for none pre- 
sent, however high in rank, dared break in upon their 
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ruler's iron command. In accordance with the gloomy 
superstition of the age, Philip would occasionally address 
a brief and muttered prayer to the jewelled figure of 
Mary-mother, which stood forth in ostentatious relief, upon 
a pedestal of porphyry taken from the ruins of the Alham- 
bra. Bowing his head to the dust, and crossing re- 
peatedly brow and breast, did Spain's king thus hum- 
ble himself, as if to deprecate the anger of the 
Virgin, and to bid her bless his deed of blood. Neither 
bread nor meat were broken, neither wine nor water were 
borne to the lip ; but the stillness of the great desert of 
Zahara reigned over and upon the hour, even until the 
last grain of sand in the glass had run out its race, and the 
cruel measure of time was full. Philip was then satisfied. 
He threw himself upon a couch. " The traitor dies ! " 
ejaculated the king. An audible murmur ran round in 
response. " The time has expired some minutes ! " con- 
tinued the king; " and your enemy, Count of Biscay, has 
passed with it away, like the leaves of the olive before the 
blast of the sirocco ! " 

" My enemy, sire ! " replied Don Ramirez, with some 
affectation of surprise. 

" Yes, man ! " said Philip, almost maliciously. " Why 
echo our words ? Were you not his rival in the affections 
of the Lady Estella ; and can two claim the same bride, 
and be friends ? True, hitherto we have not spoken in 
council upon this matter ; but our royal word is pledged, 
and the maid and her vast possessions are yours. Oh, count ! 
men may talk of the ingratitude of kings, but never can 
we forget the services of that real friend to Spain, who 
first discovered the treasonable correspondence with France 
of this our pampered minion, the ingrate Guzman ! " 
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It seemed that Biscay's count could have spared this 
premature declaration of his devotedness. Shame is ever 
the informer's portion, gild it as he may. 

" With deep reluctance was my sad duty to your majesty 
performed/* was the answer of Don Ramirez ; but he fal- 
tered in accent as he spoke, feeling that although he looked 
not in the faces of the chiefs around, their general expres- 
sion was aught but friendly. A pause ensued. Tarraxas 
coughed audibly, while the hot blood of D'Ossuna rekindled 
in his veins at the words just spoken. The sensation was un- 
bearable. Alonzo struck his sheathed sword with his gaunt- 
let, as he sought in vain to catch the eye of Don Ramirez. 

" Before the betrothed of my murdered friend shall be 
the bride of this proud man," thought the youth, " will I 
also lie in the Guzman tomb ! To-morrow be my day of 
reckoning." 

The conversation was resumed by Spain :— 

" Your zeal, Don Ramirez, shall not pass unrequited. 
The saviour of a throne, and it may be of our dynasty, 
must be rewarded in no vulgar manner. At early morn 
we bade you arrange with our heralds-in-chief the patent 
of creation to the rank of Duke and Governor of fair 
Valencia. Is the parchment yet ready for signature ? " 

Trembling with the full tide of emotions consequent 
upon the complete success of long-cherished aspirations — 
agitated with the natural feelings of gratified ambition — 
eagerly grasping at the prizes of beauty, wealth, and rank, 
now poured around him — Don Ramirez hurriedly drew 
from his vest a vellum scroll, and presented it reverentially 
to the king. 

" To sign this," said Philip, taking the roll with an air 
of mingled grace and majesty — " to subscribe this patent 
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be our first public act to-day. The headsman has long 
since dealt the traitor his meed, and no other moment of 
time can be so fitting in which to reward the faithful 
saviour of our crown and life ; " and the king displayed the 
parchment. "Ha!" cried Philip, suddenly and impe- 
tuously ; " Mother of Jesus ! what have we here ? " 
* * * * ♦ 

Again the legend carries us to the cell of the doomed. 
That fearful chess-game is over at last, Don Guzman 
has checkmated Ruy Lopez, and his awful triumph is per- 
fected. The Duke rises from his seat. 

" I am once more the devoted servant of my king," said 
the condemned prince to Calavar, in accents of dignity, 
and it might be pride. 

The executioners prepared rapidly to work forth their 
calling. Billet and blade were speedily made ready. The 
preparations were completed. The duke advanced to the 
altar of sacrifice, with that profound air of tranquillity 
only to be based on conscious innocence within. 

" Let not this act of rashness be visited as guilt upon 
my king, O God ! " prayed the Guzman, audibly. Ruy 
Lopez prostrated himself in a corner of the chamber, and 
with his face wrapped in his robes, poured forth almost 
hysterically the service of the church for the dying and the 
dead. The unhappy bishop could not bear to look upon 
innocent blood shed abroad as water. 

Calavar laid his rough hand upon the duke's shoulder, 
in order to remove the ruff from his neck. Don Guzman 
drew back gravely. 

" No part of thee or thine may touch a Guzman, saving 
that steel ! " said the duke, as he himself tore off the im- 
pediment, and bared his finely moulded throat for the blow. 
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Don Guzman, we say, reclined his head upon the billet, 
and gave the word to strike; but a shout like the coming 
of a mighty band of warriors rang through the distant 
halls, and the door was dashed open, ere the thirsty axe 
could drink its draught. At the head of many nobles, 
D'Ossuna rushed in and threw himself upon the rescued 
duke, while the narrow cell thrilled with the loud hurrah 
of Don Tarraxas. 

" The noble and the innocent ! " cried the young Alonao. 
" He lives, and he is saved ! My own loved cousin ! I 
durst not hope to find thy spirit yet on earth ! " 

" But just in time, dear boy," whispered the duke, as he 
swooned away upon the block. Death could be better 
borne by that bold heart, than the consciousness of life 
and honourable acquittal ! 

Ruy Lopez lifted the noble Guzman exultingly in his 
arms, and the duke recovered sense but to find himself in 
the hall of majesty, his friends warmly crowding around ; 
and Philip himself hanging over the couch, with an eager 
expression of delight and satisfaction. 

To dwell on the close of this scene were tedious as un- 
necessary. Don Ramirez, in his agitated triumph, had 
given a wrong parchment to the king, and its contents 
proved the forgeries and treasons of its owner. The 
whole exposed a plot to remove the Guzman ; and thereby 
not only weaken the chief defences of the throne, but ex- 
tinguish for ever a most hated rival. Sickening were it 
in the moment of joy to dwell on this in more minute 
detail. The duke's innocence was completely proved, and 
formally proclaimed in loudest tones by the high constable. 
Calavar and his gloomy band were first recalled from their 
stupefaction and bewilderment, to consign the black- 
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hearted Count of Biscay to the Guzman's late keep 
of stone, and three days afterwards Madrid witnessed 
the traitor's well-deserved death on the public scaf- 
fold. 

The joy of the court, meanwhile, knew no bounds. The 
noble Guzman was overwhelmed with embraces and con- 
gratulations ; and the passages of the critical chess-game 
were minutely and even superstitiously dwelt upon. 

f ' My friend once more ! " cried Philip. " How could 
I be so blind, so hasty, so ungrateful to thy long and tried 
services 1 Never may my folly be expiated ! " 

" Sire," replied the duke, " name it not again. Such 
words of kindness from my sovereign outweigh a thousand 
lives!" 

The king took the arm of Don Guzman. 

" Friend," said Philip, " be thou very sure we may not 
be thus twice unjust. The finger of God is marked in 
this matter, and his interposition has been indeed 
miraculous. To offer thee additional rank or wealth were 
vain, and would be an insult to thy pure soul of honour. 
To hand down to thy posterity this providential escape, 
it is our royal will that the Guzman shield do henceforth 
bear a bright axe argent, on a chess-field azure ; and be it 
our duty to provide that thy nuptials with the fair Donna 
Estella be held with fitting pomp and splendour, within 
the month, in the halls of our own Escurial here. Jesu 
Maria, assoilzie our soul from the sin of blood so nearly 
laid upon us ! " 

The monarch crossed himself in silence, and turned to 
Ruy Lopez. Gloomy and bad as was unhappily Philip's 
general deportment, there were not wanting moments 
through life, in which the virtuous principle strove success- 
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fully for the ascendancy. None are all good, and surely 
of men none are altogether wicked. We are fearfully 
fashioned. 

" Ruy Lopez," said Philip, with a smile, " methinks the 
church of Spain has gained a stalwart defender in her new 
bishop. Thou shalt be consecrated lord-prelate in a jew- 
elled robe, for the chess-game thou hast this day played ! " 

" May it please your Majesty," replied Ruy Lopez, 
" never before felt I joy at receiving checkmate." 

The king laughed, and of course the courtiers all laughed 
too. The humor of the moment was to make mirth at but 
little. Their hearts were full. 

" And now, gentlemen, we bid ye forthwith to the ban- 
quet," resumed the monarch. " Of all Spain's kings, 
never had she one so famished for food as Philip at this 
present happy moment. Let the cover for our noble friend 
Don Guzman, be placed at our own right hand, and be the 
trusty Bishop of Segovia seated on our left. To dinner, 
to dinner, and that right speedily ! Your arm, my Guz- 
man!" 

* * * # * * 

And thus did chess save an innocent man, and thus did 
Ruy Lopez get his bishoprick. Doubtless was it meant 
as a retrospect of this event, that Ruy Lopez, subsequently 
in his Treatise on Chess, printed in Alcala, 1561, heads 
his second chapter with these words : — " En que se tracta 
el juego e ocio loable, no solo permitirse, pero ser neces- 
sario para la conservacio dela vida humana." Can enthu- 
siasm go farther ? and are not all real chess-players enthu- 
siasts, from the very nature and constitution of our noble 
and bewitching pastime? 



Digitized by 



209 



MATED AND CHECK MATED. 

ORIENTAL SKETCH. 
Chapter L 

" I will presently tell you a story to make your wine relish. Drink 
then ; and so to the purpose. * * * Though you believe 
it not, I care not much. But an honest man, and of good judgment, 
believeth still what is told him, and that which he finds written." 

Rabelais. 

A tale of the times of old, — a passage of the reign of 
the Shah Jehan, recorded in the chronicles of Persia. 

The hour of early evening prayer had long since passed, 
and darkness came down like a cloak upon the royal city of 
Ispahan. The caravansaries and bazaars had been closed 
some time ; the coffee-houses were shut up ; the mosques 
deserted; and the solitary lamp, glimmering here and there 
like a star upon the lofty minarets, had disappeared. The 
hum of that mighty ant-nest had sunk into the low mur- 
mur preceding the utter stillness of the city's night-rest. 
No life was in the streets, save an occasional passenger, in 
the chief thoroughfares, creeping cautiously homeward 
from his evening revel, with a few stray dogs scouring the 
stones of their offal. The guard had just finished making 
its round, and now came to report to the chief station at 
the Tehran gate that, thanks to Allah and the Shah Jehan, 
all was peace and safety in Persia's capital. 
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The commander of the watch this night was Ali Mo- 
hammed, a smart young officer of the royal guard, as care- 
less of principle, beyond the strict letter of duty, as most 
other Persians. In his splendid military accoutrements, 
he was now lounging in the guard-house with three or four 
other equally wild spirits, throwing dice, and at intervals 
passing round a vessel of some sort of drink much resem- 
bling wine of Schiraz, to judge from the gusto with which 
each man bathed his moustache by turns in the pitcher. 
The keys of the outer gate of Ispahan lay before Ali Mo- 
hammed, as denoting that upon this occasion he was chief 
in command. Some half-dozen torches of yellow wax 
lighted the interior, and a party of soldiers stood around, 
gazing attentively, but not daring to break in upon the 
conversation of their superiors. 

" May I be your sacrifice !" said a young gholaum of the 
troop ; " but this week's watch is ill requited. No fish 
come to net. I drink to better times." 

" True, boy," replied Ali Mohammed ; " too true. Time 
was, when a night on guard to the head officer was worth 
gold upon gold; but now, none wish to leave the city ere 
cock-crow, beyond some fantastical dervise without money 
in his purse, or beggarly hadji on a pilgrimage to the tomb 
of Korm. May their marrow be dried up !" And Ali 
Mohammed took a lusty pull at the jug. As he spoke, a 
deep-toned voice outside asked for egress at the Tehran 
gate ; and the party pricked up their ears like sportsmen 
when they hear the footfall of an antelope. 

The stranger was introduced, and confronted the com- 
mander of the post ; who, with an air of careless haughti- 
ness glanced at him from head to foot, treating with super- 
cilious indifference his renewed demand to be permitted 
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to go forth from Ispahan. The new-comer was a power- 
fully formed, fine young man, verging upon thirty ; and 
his free step and bearing denoted a life passed in active and 
hardy pursuits. On his head was the common black cap of 
the Astracan lamb's wool, and his person was wholly enve- 
loped in a heavy cloak of coarse blue cloth. 

" And whither are ye bound, O friend of light brains?" 
asked Ali Mohammed, throwing the dice. " Why go forth 
at this late hour, from beneath the shadow of the king of 
kings ? " 

" My business is my own," replied the stranger calmly. 
" I go to the camp without the walls, and I also am in the 
service of the Shah, on whom be blessings !" 

"Some robber of the desert," whispered the young 
gholaum to his chief. " Give thy people the word, O my 
soul ! and let us strip him." In truth, the soldiers looked 
upon the stranger with the eyes of hungry wolves ; evident- 
ly regarding him as a waif, stray, or windfall, to be con- 
verted, according to law and precedent, to their own espe- 
cial property. 

" No man leaves Ispahan this night by the Tehran gate 
without a pass," drawled out Ali Mohammed. " What is 
thy name, O dark one V* 

The stranger's lip curled at the impertinent tone of the 
query, and he appeared with difficulty to suppress his 
feelings. 

" I repeat that I am of the army, though, it may be, the 
least of the servants of the Shah. Delay me at your peril !" 

" Oh! then you belong to that advanced detachment of 
the troops without the city, returned but now from dealing 
with those eons of Jehanum who worship fire on the rocky 
mountains. Be their graves accursed ! If a soldier, you 
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know military law. You may have stabbed some one in 
the city, and I am responsible to the shadow of the uni- 
verse. Inshallah ! why should I not, too, speak of the 
rule of the guard ? These poor men will have red gold ere 
they unclose the gates, — aye, and search thy person, lest 
thou bear treason forth." 

The stranger thrilled with passion. He half unclosed 
his cloak, displaying beneath, the uniform of a subaltern 
officer, and wearing in his sash a short but very heavy 
sword, beside which reposed a long straight handjar of 
Damascus steel, bearing on its hilt a large sparkling bril- 
liant, curiously carved. He handed this dagger to Ali 
Mohammed, saying, — 

" On the Shah's secret service ! Let me pass !" And he 
returned the handjar to its sheath. 

" By the head and the eye, pass !" cried Ali Mohammed, 
with an expression of the deepest respect ; casting a look 
anxiously at the same time upon the dice, and the flasks 
of grape-juice. 

The stranger marked his deprecatory glance. 

" I am a soldier," said he, with a smile, turning to go ; 
"and I tell no tales of my brethren. Peace be around ye !'* 

" Why is not the gate opened, O sons of dogs !" roared 
Ali Mohammed, as the portals were hastily flung apart. 
The stranger passed without the wall of Ispahan, and the 
commander of the watch remained watching his receding 
form till lost in night. He then relieved his breast with a 
deep sigh of mystery and astonishment, and replaced him- 
self among his party. 

" Tell us, by Allah ! who was that ?" asked the young 
gholaum eagerly ; while the soldiers, disappointed of their 
expected prey, looked like leopards robbed of a meal. 
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u Mashallah ! who is that, O inconsiderate of speech ?" 
was the response. " God is great, and so is Ali Mohammed 
when on command ; and he biddeth thee, boy, to hold thy 
tongue, and pass the pitcher !" 

And so the revelry went on the live long night in that 
happy guardhouse ; we ourselves quitting Ispahan by the 
Tehran gate, in company with the unknown wanderer. 

The stranger proceeded upon his silent path, with the 
same air of unconcern as though five hundred men had 
formed his escort, although alone in the darkness, beneath 
the walls of a city famous for those midnight plunderers 
who, dwelling mostly in the adjacent tombs, come forth to 
work in their calling at fitting season. The night was 
warm ; the air balmy as the zephyrs wafted from the rose 
fields of Georgia ; and the plaintive cry of the distant jackal 
came upon the wind like the moan of a wailing spirit. Our 
wanderer appeared to be deeply lost in thought, and pass- 
ing through an avenue of lofty cedars, struck into that path 
which, winding among the gardens and villas of the suburbs, 
would conduct him by the nearest way to the camp. 

" Yes, I was right in my resolve" (so ran the current of 
the stranger's thoughts). " The voice of Persia can only 
be fairly heard in her public places, — in her khans, her 
baths, her coffee-houses, her streets and shops ; and I will 
hear what she there says in her wild free speech. Mine 
own ears shall listen, mine own eyes shall behold ; and thus 
shall the truth be known as to the feeling of this mighty 
people for the plans of their rulers. Yes ; by the tombs of 
my race, it is alone worthy of a free man to act by himself. 
The army arrives not yet for three days; during that time 
at least then, I continue to look on Ispahan in hidden 
form. Yesterday a mirza, — to night a soldier, — to-morrow, 
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it may be a merchant. By Allah ! Nourjehan,* thou art 
playing a strange part ! My life has been latterly almost 
wholly passed with the armies of the shah, on whom be 
blessings ! None hardly, therefore, can recognise me in 
the capital. All without the realm is at peace. The Curd 
and the Pireworshipper humbled to the very dust, — the 
bow of the Arab broken, — the lance of the Turcoman 
shivered. Persia is white in the eyes of Frangistan and 
India. The day of arms is passed ; let the people have 
rest and quiet. The throne of the shah is strengthened for 
his line, and the arts of peace be it now mine to cultivate. 
Tired am I, O prophet, of blood! confirm, then, my present 
determination. Yes ; well saith the sage, * it is better to 
build up one cottage, than to burn a hundred palaces.' To 
war I go no more, unless the peace of the realm demand it. 
Too much time have I already passed under the camel-skin 
tent of the soldier, — too little have I devoted to the study 
of the laws between man and man as laid down in our 
blessed Koran, and the writings of the wise and virtuous. 
Be my future path that of the sage and the philosopher. 
Hollow and unsound are the glories of military conquest. 
Away with that dream for ever! Mighty destinies are 

before me; and if life be spared, I swear but, ha! 

what have we here V* 

An antique portico leading to a garden had caught the 
eye of the midnight-wanderer ; the latticed gate itself 
swinging invitingly open, a most unusual thing in the 
suburbs of Ispahan. The bright eastern moon had risen in 
its splendour, and its rays fell pleasingly upon the tufted 
shrubbery. Nourjehan involuntarily paused, and looked 

* Nourjehan signifies " light of the world." 
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within upon the garden. The murmur of a full-flowing 
fountain caught his ear, and the odours of the varied 
parterres of shrubs and flowers chained him momentarily 
to the spot. Nourjehan was young, and his heart heat 
high with an undefinable feeling, resembling the romance 
of the chivalrous days of the west. He stepped lightly over 
the tempting entrance, and stood within the portico. 

The garden was small, but picturesque as fairy-land. 
Shrubs of every variety, trees of every foliage, were grouped 
in fancif ul masses. There were the tamarind and the tulip, 
the myrtle and the cystus, the laurel and the jessamine, 
mingled with the rose, the heliotrope, and the cypress, in 
tufts of impenetrable obscurity. The spot appeared as 
though sacred to beauty and to peace ; and the world be- 
yond was a void. Nourjehan advanced with the caution of 
a practised warrior, and sighed as he contrasted that grace- 
ful scene with the blood-dyed plains of what men term 
victory. A silvery light, like the twinkling of a newly born 
planet, shone through a clump of richly scented almond 
trees ; and, yielding to the unaccountable caprice of the 
moment, our wanderer yet further followed the mysterious 
beckonings of the finger of destiny. He found the light 
proceeded from a latticed apartment on the basement of a 
small house, the jalousies of which, shaded partly with . 
drapery, were thrown widely open to court the cooling 
breeze. Nourjehan stepped upon the brink of a marble 
fountain, whose waters played u soft as lovers' sighs ; M en- 
circled by myriad clusters of golden orange-blossoms, and 
his bold eye was enabled to penetrate to the interior of the 
chamber. The scene within transfixed him to the spot as 
if by enchantment. 

Seated upon piles of silken cushions, placed for the sake 
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of the air near the window, an aged man and youthful 
maiden were playing chess ; while a female slave watched 
the progress of the game from a distant corner, with her 
arms crossed on her breast. The apartment was lighted by 
several old-fashioned silver cressets, and its walls were 
curiously ornamented in arabesque. Vases of porcelain 
containing cut blossoms of the rarest flowers added their 
odours to the fragrance of the garden, and perfumed th v e 
atmosphere so as to be hardly endurable by aught but an 
Oriental. The whole interior denoted the graceful taste of 
the possessors of the dwelling, while a certain plainness in 
its decorations spoke of moderate habits rather than of 
great wealth. The windows were open to the ground, and 
the bubbling of the fountain had contributed to render the 
advance of Nourjehan unheard. The tenants of the cham- 
ber demand an especial paragraph. 

The aged man's countenance beamed with that expres- 
sion of patriarchal affection which instantly denoted that 
he was the parent of the fair being before him. His beard 
and hair were as white as snow, his features regular and 
placid, his brow high and wide. His whole look was that 
of a venerable sage, teaching philosophy to one of his most 
chosen neophytes. A warm hearted smile played on his 
lip, as he pored earnestly over the chess-board. 

The beautiful being- — for beautiful she was — who con- 
tended with the elder in the mimic war, struck Nourjehan 
at once as something superior to all he had ever looked on. 
The long dark auburn hair hanging, after the Persian fashion, 
in two enormous curls upon her bosom — the delicately 
pencilled eyebrows, meeting in the centre, — the long kohl- 
stained lashes,-^-the pearly teeth, — the transparent skin, — 
all these charms were here united in the rarest degree of 
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loveliness. The taper fingers of the maid, betipt with henna^ 
hovered over the chess-board, fancied Nourjehan, like the 
angels of delight when they visit the pining heart of the 
captive. Her veil was quite thrown back, in the privacy 
of the anderun, so that our loiterer's gaze fell deep and en- 
during. He could only liken the fair form of the maid to 
some celestial essence ; and held his breath lest the slightest 
sound should break the spell, and resolve the peri back 
into her native element of air. The dress of the lady was 
chiefly of shawls, disposed with elegance around her finely 
moulded form. 

A quarter of an hour flew by like a moment: Nourjehan 
was chained to the marble fount by which he rested. The 
players conducted their chess with a placid earnestness 
which betokened skill. Nourjehan was himself a passionate 
admirer of the game, and this gave a feature of additional 
interest to the scene. Not a word had yet been uttered by 
either of the two high belligerent powers ; but the coral 
lips of the bright-eyed beauty at length parted in gentle 
speech. The tones of her voice were sweetly musical, and 
with a deep sigh the heart of the excited Nourjehan sur- 
rendered itself for ever captive. 

" Thy chess is in great force to night, O my father ! Well 
was the word spoken but yesterday of thy skill by the 
learned Mirza, Eben-Timuri." 

" And what was that word, O flatterer ?" 

" The talk ran, my father, upon the gardens of the 
Mirza, with their roses and running waters ; and Eben- 
Timuri made answer and said, ' truly the garden is beauti- 
ful ; but Al-SuFs game of chess is yet more beautiful. ' "* 

* In Dr. Hyde, De Ludia Orientolibus, we find this saying recorded 
as having been actually applied to the skilful chess play of Al-SulL 
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Al-Suli laughed with complacency at his daughter's 
sally. Nourjehan recognised the name as being that of 
the first chess-player in Persia ; though personally unac- 
quainted with him, himself, our eaves-dropper having been 
so long absent from the royal city, and Al-Suli having but 
recently come from Meshed to reside in Ispahan. After a 
pause, the conversation was renewed, as a sort of running 
accompaniment to the game in progress. 

" Yes, my loved Zelica, great is my skill, and the day 
of my brightest hope is dawning. The army of Persia re- 
turns in triumph ; and the son of our shah, on whom be 
reverence as there is glory, will doubtless deign to measure 
himself in chess with the aged Al-Suli." 

" Does the prince play well, then, O my father ?" 

" According to report he does ; and that, notwithstand- 
ing the lying spirit of flattery, which so darkly veileth truth 
from kings. The prince is wise and learned ; may his sha- 
dow never be less ! I checkmate thee, O my child !" 

"Pardon, dear father, my sense is dim. The night 
wears, and the midnight hour of prayer is close at hand." 
And Zelica hung pensively over the now tranquil chess- 
field. 

" Thou art sick in health, I fear, if not in heart, O my 
daughter ! Dull is our solitude for thy trusting and hoping 
youth. I doubt me thou sighest for a household to 
govern, more exclusively thy own, O my fair lady Banou!" 

" Not so, O my parent !" answered Zelica, blushingly. 

" Yet such is nature, and often do I regret I have not 
earlier wedded thee ; but I have sworn by the Caaba that 
none may take thee from me but a fine chess-player, and 
the vow of a father for his child is a holy thing in the 
sight of Allah " 
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u All men, but thee, to Zelica are naught ; and this thou 
knowest, O my father. With my birds and flowers, how 
tranquilly floweth life." 

"Tranquilly, it may be; but the heart echoeth back 
stronger words, I fear, in secret. Well, God is great ; and 
what is written to be, is written ! Chess may yet give me 
a son ; and thee, girl, a spouse." 

Hardly could Nourjehan forbear challenging the old man 
to encounter him in chess upon the spot. In one half 
hour he had loved away his life. The cold west cannot 
appreciate or understand the feelings of the east in this 
respect; since it is fairly on record, that men in Persia and 
Arabia have fallen dotingly in love with the mere impress 
of a woman's fingers on the wall — nay, have sat down and 
died for the feelings thus germinated. A strange heart is 
that of man ! Nourjehan felt a profound conviction that 
his future happiness was for ever inextricably bound up 
with the fate of the lovely being before him. Their ac- 
quaintance seemed already to have been of twenty years 
duration. Nourjehan was fascinated like the gazelle be- 
fore the blight eye of the mountain panther. His breast 
throbbed with the most intense and painful emotions, and 
it was only by a mighty effort at self-command, that he 
was enabled to overcome the strong temptation to go for- 
ward and speak. "But she shall learn to love me for 
myself," thought he, " and shall know me but as that 
which I appear to be. Allah guide me ! To win her 
affections do I devote my life !" 

"That cow of a Moollah, Reza Hafed," said the father, 
" who wanted thee, girl, for his nephew ! Ha, ha ! they 
fancied they could play chess, and the moollah tore his 
beard when I conquered him. Never shall he cross my 
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threshold again. Was the youth aught to thee ? By thy 
soul, speak !" 

The maiden laughed. 

" I esteemed nephew and uncle alike, and loved each 
very little. The camel hath more sense than the eldcr > 
and the wild ass more discretion than the younger. Thou 
little knowest Zelica, O my father, if thou thinkest she 
could give her heart to a fool!" 

Nourjehan was entranced. " To the charms of Para- 
dise," sighed he, "she unites the wisdom of Lokman!" 
How partial are the eyes of love : and Nourjehan was 
already a lover, — jealous, ardent, and passionately attached 
to his mistress. 

" Has the Ethiopian barred gate and portal ?" demand- 
ed Al-Suli, abruptly, of the female domestic. 

" He has, O our master, some two hours back." 

" Jehanum yawns for the liar !" muttered Nourjehan. 

" And that officer of the shah," continued Al-Suli, 
"has he dared to pollute the sacredness of my harem, by 
hovering about its vicinity this day as yesterday ? The 
blessed Allah blacken his face, and defile his mother's 
grave I 

" We have not again seen that man of impudence, O 
my lord," responded the slave, Miriam. 

" Thou sayest, Zelica, that he looked but upon thy 
hand as thou wert tending thy flowers ? Strange boldness 
to dare thus to intrude upon so slight a warrant !" 

" I speak the truth, O my father. The man made signs 
from a distance, and attempted to give Miriam gold and 
a letter ; but I care not for manners so over-bold, and 
dismiss him with the moollah's nephew — beasts of the 
hoof both. The ass might be their father and mother!" 
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" By the shah's salt," murmured Nourjehan, " I may live 
to take that insolent king's officer by the throat !" 

A low creeping sound, as if advancing from a distance 
caught the soldier's ear at this moment : although so faint 
was its approach, none could have heard it but an ex- 
perienced warrior. 

Nourjehan turned towards the garden entrance; and, to 
his surprise, beheld a group of horses and men, faintly 
marked in outline upon the dusky firmament above, and 
evidently formed without tbe gate. Even as he looked, 
half-a-dozen dark forms entered the garden, and cautiously 
approached the dwelling. His quick apprehension saw that 
violence was on foot, and also suggested the necessity of 
repressing his first strong impulse to alarm the unsuspect- 
ing father and daughter ; who, unconscious of danger, were 
still in conversation. The intruders advanced with noise- 
less step ; and the whole might have seemed, from its sud- 
denness, a dream. 

But Nourjehan was no dreamer. His person was con- 
cealed by the trunk of a hugh olive, and his sight and 
hearing were strained to the uttermost to watch the event. 
The men reached the house at an angle slightly remote 
from the latticed anderun ; and placing one of their party 
as sentinel, the others entered at a small door, which opened 
to them as if by magic. It was too dark to see very dis- 
tinctly, but the new-comers were evidently armed to the 
teeth. 

" Foul treason is here," thought Nourjehan, — " treason 
against the maiden and her sire ; and if I alarm them at 
this moment, it may cost their lives. Wolves, and sons of 
wolves, some of ye pay dearly for this outrage !" His 
heavy sword was drawn, and his cloak already swung from 
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his shoulders, and bound, buckler-like, about his left arm. 
The gallant soldier then drew his cap low upon his brow, 
and stood prepared to dash in through the open lattice. 
" A strange feeling this of mine for the maid: well is it 
that I too was watching." 

Sharp screams rent the air — shadows darkened the 
lower windows — a rush was made by heavy feet — the 
struggle was perceptible. The long-drawn heart-cry of 
Zelica yet rung upon the night, when Nourjehan bounded 
lightly through the open lattice upon the scene within. 
It was time. 

Two of the ruffians had seized Al-Suli, and were 
binding his limbs with leathern thongs. The female slave 
was grasped by a powerful Arnaout, in readiness to be 
borne away. Nourjehan's headlong spring cast him upon 
the Arnaout, who fell at the same time a corpse, cloven 
through skull and turban. The eoming of our hero was 
as the coming of Azrael, the angel of death, and his sword 
fell like the blinding lightning. He uttered no word, but 
threw himself bodily upon the ruffians, and his blade drank 
blood at every sweep. The lady Zelica was in the hands 
of men who were hurriedly twisting her veil around her 
head, as if to stop her cries. Two of these marauders 
raised their weapons in astonishment at the rescue ; but the 
one was cut down by the next sword-stroke of Nourjehan, 
while the other was sent staggering against the wall by a 
blow of our soldier's heavy left hand. The chief of the 
party dropped the fainting Zelica from his grasp, and 
turned like the tiger baulked of his prey. All was the 
work of a moment. Nourjehan darted upon his foe in a 
state of now ungovernable excitement, shouting the Per- 
sian war-cry of " slay, slay !" His opponent recognised 
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his voice and features ; and, throwing down his sword, ad- 
vanced his neck, in the muteness of despair, to abide the 
coming blow. Nourjehan stayed the force of that blade 
which seldom struck twice. 

" Ismael Khan, by the holy of holies ! say, before I 
smite, can it be thou, ruffian and plunderer ? The shah's 
best soldier turned bandit ! Oh, shame ! What meaneth 
this?" 

At the sound of that voice every weapon suddenly 
dropped, and all was hushed as the silent grave. Every 
man present stood abashed and cowering. The light re- 
vealed the dress and accoutrements of the royal troops. 
Nourjehan glanced fiercely around. Twice he raised his 
falchion to plunge it into the khan's bosom, and twice he 
stayed the death stroke. 

" The lion wars not with the hound !" cried Nourjehan, 
as turning contemptuously away, he flew to raise the in- 
sensible form of Zelica. Ismael Khan remained motion- 
less as a statue. His men unbound Al-Suli, and released 
the slave. Zelica recovered from her swoon to find herself 
in the arms of her preserver, who was hanging over her 
with an expression of fond and respectful devotion. 

Quick as thought, Nourjehan signed to Al-Suli and the 
female domestic ; and, exchanging a few brief words, the 
lady was borne by them from the chamber of blood, which 
now rather resembled a battle-field, than the heaven of 
peace it had so recently represented. Nourjehan addressed 
Ismael Khan once more. 

u On your life, man, speak !" said he, "and make this 
darkness light. Give me not many words, but give me 
truth." 

" I am your sacrifice," faltered forth the khan, a tall 
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majestic-looking soldier in splendid attire. " On my eyes 
be obedience. The girl pleased thy servant^and he wished 
to have her. What need of words? The dark slave 
without, took gold and opened to us. I would have carried 
the women to the camp, and left the old man here. Thy 
servant has spoken. What harm ?" 

Nourjehan was anxious to put an end to the scene. 

" Take thy life, Ismael Khan, thou hast twice saved 
mine in battle ; but henceforth thy head answers for the 
safety of this dwelling. Carry the false Ethiop without, 
and strangle him in the garden. Two of these fellows are 
dead. Bear oif the three bodies, and cast them forth on 
the sands of the camp for the jackal and the vulture. 
Let the waters of the fountain yonder remove the pollu- 
tions of this room, and that on the instant ; after which 
depart to your dwellings with the silence of ghouls re- 
turning to the tomb. And mark me, men ! you know my 
mood ; if any one babble of this, he dies the death. On 
the blood of thee and of thine be this matter, Khan !" 

" Thy servant hears and obeys," was the khan's answer, 
with a profound inclination of the head. The orders of 
Nourjehan were responded to with military promptitude. 
The unfaithful male slave was strangled — the floor was 
cleansed of its gore —the dead and dying were removed, 
and the midnight intruders vanished from the scene with 
the silent gladness of men delighted to escape with their 
heads on their shoulders. All was once more profoundly 
still. Nourjehan was alone. Al-Suli and Zelica again 
appeared, trembling and agitated as birds when the falcon 
swoops on the dove-cot. They doubted the reality even 
of life, and could hardly look on the events of the last 
half hour save as the wild incidents of a fearful vision. 
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Nourjehan whispered the words of peace and safety, and 
their bewildered senses slowly recognised their salvation of 
life and honour at his hands. There are moments of 
feeling which the pen cannot trace. The chess-master and 
his daughter asked no questions ; they knew not, they 
recked not, who or what was their preserver ; but their 
hearts yearned to him as to their Maker. By a mighty 
effort, Al-Suli spoke : — 

" Be to me," said he, " henceforth a son, as thou hast 
been to her — to my Zelica — as a brother. Visit us early 
and late, morning and evening. Come to look upon our 
gratitude. Remove thy veil, O my daughter, and bid God, 
on whom be glory, bless thy valiant saviour. Verily the 
young man hath shewn this night the force of Rustam, 
and the courage of Antar; and the mighty keeping of 
Allah be upon him for ever !" 

The trembling Zelica raised her veil, and seizing the 
hands of Nourjehan, pressed them eagerly to her lips and 
bosom. During the brief moment of this caress, it seemed 
to our hero that he had already crossed the bridge of death, 
and entered upon the abode of the celestial houris, created 
by Mohammed for true believers. 

"O my father! — my sister!" murmured Nourje- 
han, with the timidity of a fawn; "let thy son — thy 
brother — beg a boon, if he have in truth found favour. 
When I visit ye on the morrow, and if it may be granted 
on the next morrow also, give me indeed the privilege of 
a brother to look upon my sister face to face ; and blessed 
be the God of Persia who hath made me now his humble 
instrument of succour and of health !" 

Nourjehan left the house of Al-Suli, and sought his 
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tent with the encampment of the army's advanced guard. 
The dew of sleep dwelt not that night upon his eyes ; for 
body and soul were sundered, and his spirit rested with 
the lady chess-player. 



CHAPTER n. 

Generations of man change, but the seasons change not 
Nations and dynasties roll away, but light and darkness 
endure in regular alternation. Nourjehan arose from his 
tented couch at morning, and felt almost surprised to see 
the sun shining with the same look he had borne yesterday. 
To him all .things seemed altered, and the very atmosphere 
unlike that he had hitherto breathed, The Promethean 
spark had lighted up his heart, and he abandoned himself 
to his new feelings, with the true enthusiasm of a son of 
Iran. 

It need hardly be said that this day, and the next, and 
many more " next" days saw Nourjehan worshipping at 
the shrine of his adoration. He represented himself to 
be an officer in the service of the shah, endowed for the 
time with a commission of particular consequence, which 
had given him that marked ascendancy over Ismael Khan 
and his lawless troop. The grand army had entered Ispa- 
han in triumph, and the emperor had offered up pub- 
lic thanksgivings, in the chief mosques, for the happy 
state of general peace in which Persia rested beneath his 
rule. 

The ostensible reason of Nourjehan's daily visits at the 
dwelling of Al-Suli was, of course, chess — immortal chess; 
of which science he declared himself a perfect adorer, and 
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prayed for the help of the great master to perfect him yet 
more in its philosophic mysteries. Al-Suli was delighted 
to prove his gratitude in the only way open to him, and 
found his new pupil as docile as intellectual. Nourjehan 
developed profound skill in chess ; and, to the astonish- 
ment of the veteran, displayed combinations nearly as 
skilful as his own. In truth never had Al-Suli met with 
so fine a player, and the greater was the old man's joy to 
receive his diurnal visitor. Innumerable were the battles 
of the contending champions together ; while the form of 
the fair Zelica was not wanting to grace the scene, and 
hymn the victor's song of triumph on the lute. Thus 
sweetly enthralled, weeks fled like days, and Nourjehan 
more and more gave himself up, the slave oC love, as he 
found the charms of the maiden were the least of her per- 
fections, compared with the mental qualities with which 
she was so surpassingly gifted. Nourjehan did not deny 
that he had practised chess for years, and had prided him- 
self on his skill, now first proved not invincible. On the 
whole, Al-Suli mostly came off as victor ; but was forced 
to confess he had never been so hardly pushed, and it seemed 
as if his affection for his gallant adversary increased in 
proportion to the stubborn tenacity with which he main- 
tained the chess encounter. It must be owned, that had 
Zelica invariably kept her veil down, the chances of 
victory had been greater for Nourjehan. But who can 
look on "bright eyes beaming," and maintain that 
stoicism so essential to the gathering and wreathing of 
chess-laurels ? 

A month had passed in this manner, and our party were 
one sunny morning employed as usual ; Nourjehan, now 
domiciled as a son indeed, playing chess with Al Sul, 

i 2 
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while the fair Zelica arranged her graceful vases of shining 
flowers, fed her birds, struck the chords of her lyre ; and, 
looking at intervals over the chess array, exchanged a timid 
glance blushingly with her preserver, which spoke fully of 
congenial feelings to the youth's enraptured heart. 

"Yes, my friend," broke forth Ali-Suli, as if thinking 
aloud, — " yes, in chess alone man finds endless recreation 
and comfort in every condition of life. Chess teaches him 
how to shun the snare cf the tempter — how to steel his 
heart against the wiles of the crafty in guile. Chess is the 
oil, and the balm, and the wine of human existence. Chess 
gladdens the heart of the lowly, for he feels there is one 
possession of which the tyrant cannot bereave him. Chess 
humbleth tlie mighty, and breaketh his pride, like the brittle 
spear in the day of battle. Chess, like death, levels all 
before it, and reminds even the shah upon his gilded throne, 
that he moves upon the same board of action as the humble 
peasant or pawn." 

" Belli ! Well spoken, O my father ! " answered Nour- 
jehan. 

Al-Suli's chess enthusiasm was at its highest pitch. He 
poured forth a succession of poems and curious anecdotes 
in its favour, and then addressed Zelica : — 

" Narrate, O my child, that story of the Arab and his 
son, which I bade thee embroider in stuffs for the new 
curtains of our anderun." 

The maiden blushed, and smilingly complied, in tones 
of musical intonation that found an undying echo in the 
heart of Nourjehan : — 

" An Arab chief had a favourite son, so passionately 
addicted to chess, that he forsook everything in its behalf. 
Food hardly passed his lips, — sleep but lightly pressed his 
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eyelids, — time, thought, and speech,— all were for chess, 
and chess alone. The youth's father regretfully saw life 
thus expended, and remonstrated upon such infatuated 
conduct in vain. ' Chess, O my father (was his reply to 
every remonstrance), chess contains a remedy for every 
earthly ill save sickness and death ; and holds out a counsel 
for every difficulty, Such was his constantly repeated 
answer, and the father strove with his son in vain. Now 
at length a thought suggested itself. He charged the youth 
with a letter of importance, and a heavy bag of goldtomauns; 
bidding him mount his steed and convey them to a neigh- 
bouring sheik. His son departed accordingly on the mission. 
Then the chief disguised a party of Arabs and sent them 
on his son's track ; directing them to rob him, bind him 
upon his horse, and bring him back to the encampment as 
a prisoner. Allah, the mighty and the merciful, opened 
the lad's eyes; and, looking over his shoulder, he saw his 
pursuers coming, mounted on mares fleet as the winds of 
the Zahara. The youth led them craftily into a rocky 
defile, difficult of access and of passage, and then adroitly 
leaping from his horse, escaped on foot with safety, re- 
turning to his father's tent with the letter and the gold. 
The chief said, ' Now, O my son, upon thy truth tell me, 
how did chess avail thee in this strait of peril of which thou 
speakest?' 'Verily, O my father,' replied the youth, 'to 
chess alone do I owe my escape ; for bearing ever in mind 
that important maxim of the game, to render up a piece to 
save the mate, I sacrificed promptly my horse (knight), and 
thus redeemed both life and treasure ! " 

" Well spoken, my soul — light of my eyes ! " said Al- 
Suli, fondly. " So runs, indeed, the legend. Thy words 
bring back my early times, when I played chess daily with 
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the caliph, the lord of Bagdad. In that capital was it I 
conquered that renowned player Al-Moawerdi, or the Pearl, 
to whom the commander of the faithful thereupon remarked, 
" Of a truth, man, Al-Suli hath changed thy rose-water to 
vinegar.' * And what news in the city of the shah, O our 
Nourjehan?" 

" None of importance. Our Persians thou knowest are 
renowned chatterers. The chess-players of Ispahan talk 
of thy beauteous daughter, and wonder thou hast never yet 
married her ; — but where, indeed, could be found the man 
worthy of her ? " 

Zelica blushed, and dropped her veil. 

" My child," replied the old man, " is no light trifler. 
She obeys her father's will in all things, as bidden in the 
Koran, — health to that abundance of blessings ! Zelica 
shall marry a chess-player, and so shall she have a man of 
understanding. I have spoken ! The shah himself should 
not wed my daughter, unless she could love him, and unless 
he played chess." 

" By the bread and salt," responded the youth, " a noble 
resolve, and most worthy of a chess-player of thy renown. 
Hast thou, O my father, ever stood in our shah's refreshing 
presence ? " 

" Not yet. I have awaited the return of Persia's prince, 
who at length comes with the army of conquest Didst 
thou witness the triumphal entry of our valiant troops ?" 

" I was, of course, there with my regiment." 

" They say the prince is the best chess-player of the age ; 

t 

* This compariFon, though in a coarser form, exists in Dr. Hyde, 
as having been similarly applied, relatively to Al-Suil 
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and it may well be so, since he cares so little for lighter 
pursuits. Indeed, men call him the woman-hater." 

u O my father," cried Zelica, laughingly, " can there be 
a prince so hard of heart." 

" Even so, my treasure ; or wherefore can it be that, in 
the prime of life, the prince has never married ? Great 
offence is taken by our doctors of religion that the heir to 
the throne should thus break one of our prophet's holy 
ordinances ; while, all through Persia, every stripling, if 
he be of quality and wealth must have, besides his wife, 
an established and well-filled harem." 

" Perhaps," interrupted Nourjehan, with a smile, " the 
prince of Persia — on whom be peace — has never yet met 
with a partner worthy to share his heart and throne, and 
looketh not on woman as a mere toy. But this is idle talk. 
Rather shew me, O my father, how this checkmate may be 
averted." 

So the chess was resumed, and the conversation dropped. 
Nourjehan felt that his feelings were recognised, his affection 
shared, and awaited but for further assurance to put mat- 
ters to the proof, by an explicit avowal of his sentiments 
to both father and daughter. 

Happy then is Nourjehan now in the daily company of 
his beloved one, and happy is Zelica with the pride of her 
secret soul. Alas ! why may not such felicity endure for 
ever ? But a dim vapour rises in Fate's horizon, and that 
little cloud, but now no bigger than the man's hand of the 
inspired scribe, may yet become a rolling and mighty tem- 
pest, pregnant with swift destruction to the hopes of love. 
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CHAPTER HI. 

The moollah, Reza Hafed, a very dignified sort of per- 
sonage in his own eyes, was reclining within his dwelling on 
a pile of hassocks, in an apparently devout state of abstrac- 
tion from mundane matters, when a female slave presented 
herself abruptly before him, and throwing aside her veil, 
disclosed the features of Miriam, Zelica's attendant. The 
moollah started at the apparition with unaffected surprise. 
Visions of Zelicas by the dozen, dying of love for him and 
his nephew, floating rapidly and instantaneously across his 
fervid imagination. 

u Miriam ! — Mashallah ! My face is white to-day at 
thy sight, O girl of the cypress-waist and the almond-eye. 
Does thy coming relate to thy mistress ? Speak, sugar- 
lips ! Is my star at length in the ascendant ?" 

" How may I, O my lord, repeal my perplexity. Of a 
truth my soul is dried up, and my liver has become water." 
And Miriam burst forth into passionate weeping ; wringing 
her hands, and slapping her face violently. 

" But girl," said the moolah, " be thyself — be calm ! Is 
Al-Suli dead ?— What is it?— How has the evil eye stricken 
thee ?" 

" They have slain my lover — my Douban, the light of 
my eyes. O moollah, give me revenge, for my cause is 
thine. Did they not slight and insult thee ?" 

" Say on — say on, woman. Speak not of me," cried 
Reza Hafed, impetuously. 

The girl proceeded to detail the circumstances of our 
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past narrative, as to the first coming to her master's dwell- 
ing of Nourjehan at night, — the death of the ruffians by 
his hand, — the strangling of the Ethiopian, her lover, in 
the garden,— the bearing away of the bodies, — all was 
minutely related from first to last. The moollah was con- 
founded with wonder, but joy slowly lighted up his leaden- 
coloured visage. He saw in that story the seeds of certain 
revenge upon the chess-player and his daughter, who had 
refused the hand of his nephew. In all ages, the vengeance 
of a priest has been no laughing matter. 

" And thou, too, O my clever Miriam, thou knewest 
before that Zelica was to be carried off!" The she-fiend 
bent her head in the affirmative. " Yes, I would have 
married her to my nephew, for she is fair, and Al-Suli has 
gold ; but we were shamefully rejected, and at last excluded 
from the house. Much dirt did that old man make us eat. 
If what thou sayest can be proved, — by Mahommed, it 
bears upon their very lives ; and large shall be thy reward, 
good Miriam, for thus coming forward in the cause of 
justice. The subjects of the shah murdered at dead of 
night — men strangled in cold blood!" and the moollah 
smiled complacently at the thought. " But," continued 
he, " what or who can this person be — this Nourjehan, of 
whom thou speakest ? — and wherefore should they give thy 
lover the cord at his command ? Speak ! this matter is not 
clear, — it passes comprehension." 

"Who can say? — Who knows, O moollah? He is, 
probably, a Bedouin chief of the desert, prowling in quest 
of prey, and thus known to the soldiers as one to be feared 
and dreaded. Doubtless he now but awaits the coming 
down of his own people to bear us away to the mountains 
in captivity." And here Miriam resumed her agony of 
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tears and lamentations. " By thy soul, tell me, O moolah ! 

tell the poor Miriam she shall be avenged." 

The moollah pressed his forehead with his hand, and 

rested for a few moments deeply absorbed in thought, before 

he again spoke. 
" Go home, girl, to thy dwelling. Make thy face even, 

and let the joy of vengeance lighten thy brow and lip. 

Eblis himself shall rise, but this thing shall be visited on 

our enemies. It is written in the book of destiny that 
Al-Suli shall be smitten root and branch, and that Miriam 
should then come to rest for ever within the walls of our 
own harem. Now go ; I have spoken." And the moollah 
dismissed the girl with a wolfish smile. She returned home 
with a lightened heart, for she knew the priest would work 
suddenly as surely. 

The moollah, left once more to his solitary meditations, 
remained for a short time in that pleasing trance of antici- 
pation which the bad man feels when he holds a naked 
knife in his hand, and looks upon the sleeping innocent he 
is about to stab. Then he gathered up his robes, stuck his 
feet into his papooshes, and went straightway to the royal 
palace, the time being that at which the shah opened the 
great hall of morning audience. The moollah mixed with 
the throng in entering the palace, and sought to place 
himself in a conspicuous position. " Praise (rod !" mut- 
tered he to himself, " these are, indeed, news for the shah ! 
And that hog of a police chief ! his face will be blackened 
as the pit of Tophet. He once affronted me in the matter 
of my two slaves, whom he met at night returning home, 
bearing jars, which he said contained wine. The needful 
shall not be wanting to defile his father's grave. — The cow's 
son V* So Reza Hafed took up a point of the circle, with 
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the evident manner of one come, according to law and 
custom, to ask somewhat of majesty, and composed himself 
patiently till he should be called upon to speak. 

The audience was formed, and the Shah Jehan was in 
full divan with his wezeers and chief officers grouped 
reverentially around him ; resembling a galaxy of stars 
about the sun of noon. The shah was a devout believer in 
Islamism, and made it a constant point to pay particular 
attention to all matters connected with the church ; giving 
them consideration in preference to things secular. The 
monarch called then, at once, upon the moollah to advance 
to the foot of the throne ; and there, upon the verge of 
the royal praying-carpet, did Reza Hafed distil the leprous 
juice of his story into the ears of king and court ; heighten- 
ing it with every possible addition to stir up the ire of the 
sleeping lion. The sensation produced at the close of his 
smooth and well-delivered speech was electrical. 

" By our crown l M said the shah, " but this is a strange 
story, O moollah ! A romance is it, even like that of Sin- 
bad. Men slain under the walls of the favoured city — the 
abode of peace — the refuge of Persia — the asylum of the 
universe ! Offenders strangled, at word of command, like 
dogs, — robbers from the desert — heroes from the clouds !— 
how shall this be made clear to us ? Stand forth ! Zaul 
Zemshir, lieutenant of the police, chief of our nasackschays, 
— stand out, thou accursed one, and say, can such things 
be, and thy head remain yet upon thy shoulders ? Why 
is the king's robe of protection thus defiled ? O precious 
servant of royalty ! — O careful guardian of the peace ! — 
speak as to this matter !" 

The nasackschay bashi, or chief executioner, a stout 
pompous personage, glittering in the trappings of his im- 
portant post, answered, amazed and trembling, — 
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" By the head of the shah ! — by the life — by the breath 
—I cannot speak. What shall I say ? My soul has flown 
— my brain is roast-meat !" 

" Away then at once to the dwelling of this Al-Suli !" 
commanded the shah, in a tone of decision and dignity. 
" Take with thee a soldier's guard, and a litter for the 
women. Bring hither before my throne every person 
found in that accursed den of pollution, and that on the 
instant Do this secretly and silently. Go !" 

" Bechesm ! — on my head be it ! — I am your sacrifice !*' 
And Zaul Zemshir quitted the royal presence to summon 
his myrmidons and obey the orders of the king, in a mood 
which betokened little comfort to the objects of his mission, 
irritated as the chief executioner was at having been thus 
rebuked by his sovereign in full divan. After all, to the 
philosopher, there are some points about absolute despotism 
very redeemable. Events march so quickly beneath its 
sway, that life, if you can hold it, becomes of double length. 
Persia has no lawyers, in our sense of the word, — is not 
that a blessing ? The will of the shah is the law and the 
lawyers. A waive of his royal hand relieves you of head- 
ache for ever, by simply taking off your head ; a look of 
his eye raises the camel-driver to a prince. If the shah is 
a good fellow, things cannot move better than beneath so 
simple a code of rule ; if, on the contrary, the king goes 
too fast, why, the bowstring is applied to his neck, and one 
of his seven hundred sons reigns in his stead. But we 
digress. 

The golden lord of light and life, the brilliant sun, is 
not more punctual in his diurnal visits to the faithful city 
of Ispahan, than was our friend Nourjehan to the anderun 
of Al-Suli. While black mischief was coming upon that 
peaceful household, like the simoom of Egyptian sands, its 
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inmates were as usual collected in social divan ; Al-Suli and 
Nourjehan being deeply engaged in threading the intricacies 
of a chess position, as difficult of solution as any of Kling's 
or Bone's, and their attention was proportionately diverted 
from things trivial and profane. The loud and sudden 
tramp of horses' feet drew forth an exclamation from the 
rosy mouth of Zelica. 

" Soldiers of the shah ! and coming here ! Oh ! my 
father ! Oh ! our friend ! Look, look !" The chess- 
players started up, and in the agitation of the moment it 
is recorded that the chess-board and men were spilled upon 
the floor. Appearances were certainly alarming. 

The nasackschay bashi, accompanied by a strong band 
of his trusty nasackschay s, and a troop of guards, com- 
manded by our old acquaintance Ali Mohammed, had 
invested the dwelling in regular form of siege. Zaul Zem- 
shir, far too great a man to dismount upon an occasion so 
paltry as a mere arrest, sat, or rather reclined, upon his Ara- 
bian charger, and gave forth sundry commands in a tone of 
suitable importance. A party of ferashes, on foot, armed 
with iron-pointed staves and javelins, had already filled the 
garden. The wrath of the mighty Zaul had in no wise 
abated during his dusty ride in the full blaze of the ver- 
tical sun. 

" Go in to that pit of perdition — that hole of abomina- 
tion," said he to Ali Mohammed. " Go in there, in the 
name of the shah, on whose shadow be the eternity of 
space, and drag forth its vile inhabitants to light. Bind 
their arms with thongs, and if they resist give them much 
slipper upon the mouth. Our people may break and ran- 
sack the house meanwhile of the plunder it contains. Oh ! 
these evil-doers ! Their souls to the flame of Jehanum, 
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for the ashes they have cast this day upon my head. Well, 
well ; I am somebody, too, in Persia. See, I curse and 
spit upon them. How weary is my soul of this dirt! 
Go in, AH ; I await thee here." 

Ali Mohammed and his men dismounted and rushed 
into the house. The quiet of the sanctuary was instantly 
transformed into the confusion of Babel. One party, con- 
sisting chiefly of the greedy ferashes, dispersed instantly 
throughout the house, breaking and destroying all that 
came within their reach, and packing up for transportation 
all that looked pleasant and portable. The noise was truly 
infernal. Ali Mohammed and his troop suddenly presented 
themselves to the inmates of the dwelling. Zelica, trem- 
bling as the dove, had dropped her veil, and leaned upon 
her venerable sire. Nourjehan quietly abode the event, 
with his face enveloped in his military cloak. The soldiers 
rushed upon the peaceful group, with the humane inten- 
tion of making their arrest, after the most approved Per- 
sian fashion, by first striking the prisoners down to earth. 
Nourjehan touched Ali Mohammed's arm, and that officer, 
recollecting him, halted his blood-hounds in great confusion. 

" What meaneth this ? Tell me on your life !" ex- 
claimed Nourjehan. 

Ali Mohammed hastily recapitulated the incidents of 
the morning, dwelling on the shah's order and his own 
immediate chiefs command. He then drew himself up 
with downcast eyes, and with his right hand pressed upon 
his forehead. 

u But when ye bear the shah's most gracious order to 
arrest," said Nourjehan, "are ye bidden equally to abuse t 
O ye of little discernment ! Speak to me. Are ye Persians, 
or are ye not rather Turks, that ye act in this rough way ?" 
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Such is ever our custom,'* stammered forth Ali Mo- 
hammed. 

" The custom, then, shall be mended," rejoined Nour- 
jehan, in a whisper. " Hearken ; O man of violence, and 
wine, and dice ! The orders of our shah must be obeyed. 
Is he not the father of his people ? Bear us, then, before 
him in covered litters. Plunder the dwelling ; nay, burn 
it if ye will. But mark ! whoso lays hand or finger on 
the person of Al-Suli or of his daughter, be it but to 
touch the hem of their garments, that man, I swear, dies 
the death. O that swine of a Moollah ! My spirit burns 
to smite him in the face ! Now bear us quickly to the 
palace. Al-Suli ! O my father ! put thy trust in Allah, 
the redeeming and the compassionate. Dear Zelica, I 
answer for thy safety." And No urj ehan unhesitatingly passed 
his arm around the slender waist of the drooping maiden. 

The horse-litters were brought hastily into the garden. 
Into one of these entered Nourjehan, tenderly supporting 
the lady of his soul; the other serving to convey the chess 
professor and the faithless Miriam. Nourjehan would not 
have changed his position for the throne of Hind, and it 
must be owned Zelica bore with astonishing resignation 
the circumscribed space wherein she and her companion 
moved. Certain words there spoken on the maiden's lip 
probably reassured her fluttering heart. 

The cavalcade was set in motion through the city, a 
party of the soldiers and nasackschays remaining behind 
to complete their labour of love, in the way of pillage 
and destruction. Ali Mohammed rode silently by the 
side of the chief executioner, whose demeanour was now 
very like that of a conquering general entering his native 
city in triumph. 
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" Are the women handsome ? " asked Zaul Zemshir. 
" Have ye bound them with the camel-tie, according to the 
orders of the shah ? What booty have ye ? My soul is 
impatient at your silence, man." 

" Thy servant is very little," answered Ali Mohammed, 
almost saucily. " He knows nothing. The veils of the 
women were not raised. After all, we are Mussulmans. 
We left the prisoners unbound to save trouble. What 
booty should we have, O my chief? Hadst thou wished 
to steal, why not have dismounted ? Lastly, I thy devoted 
one, am a soldier, but not a bandit." 

The rage of the great man boiled over. His speech 
became positive bellowing, broken into short sentences 
by the curvetting of his horse upon the rough stones. 

" And you have come away without gold or jewels ! O 
Ali ! What then is there for me ? What new abomination 
is this? Camel-headed wretch ! Ass of Balaam ! But I, 
too, am somebody. Yes — yes — we shall see. I am your 
superior officer, child of Zatan. What stuff do you talk? 
Oh ! beast, and brother of beasts ! " 

Ali Mohammed replied only with a shrug of his shoul- 
ders, indicative of the most profound indifference ; and 
thus they reached the palace, figuratively termed by the 
people as the " Asylum of the king of kings." Zaul Zem- 
shir quitted stirrup in what we Europeans should call a 
pretty sort of passion enough, and advanced to the foot of 
the throne to render an account of his mission. 

The Shah Jehan still sat upon the justice-seat, and 
various rumours having gone abroad with the speed of the 
wind, as to the apprehension of the great chess-player, 
Al-Suli, for a long series of murders, robberies, and burn- 
ings, the grand saloon of audience was crowded by all 
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whose rank entitled them to the honours of " the meet." 
The prisoners were placed in a row near the royal musnud ; 
Nourjehan closely enfolded in his heavy cloak, and sup- 
porting the fair trembler, Zelica, who clung to him in that 
dread moment as the vine clings to the cedar in the forests 
of Demawend. Zaul Zemshir pompously made his report, 
hinting that doubtless, were time given thoroughly to raze 
Al-Suli's humble mansion to the ground, many slaughtered 
Persians would make their appearance, there resting 
at present in untimely graves. The shah waved his 
hand with an expression of satisfaction, and the chief of 
the police standing back made way for the mooilah. 

Reza Hafed repeated his charge against the captives, 
and dilated, as far as he durst, upon the enormity of their 
guilt. His bloated countenance, redolent of the hue of 
the forbidden juice of the grape, lighted up like a huge 
pomegranate, as he poured forth words more and more for- 
cible and criminatory. The base slave Miriam told her 
tale, and whispers ran among the wezeers, which, had 
they fallen upon the ear of Al-Suli, would hardly have 
been deemed consolatory. The deep-toned voice of the 
shah at length stills the murmurs of the divan, like oil 
poured on the waves. 

" And so, Al-Suli, thou man of chess," said the Lord 
of Persia, " thy peaceful habits serve but to mask thy 
dark dealings in the blood of Iran's sons. Have ye no 
shame, man ? Say, ye have heard the charge. Some trap 
appears to have been laid by you and your comrade to 
draw these men to their slaughter-house. Speak! ye 
blood-thirsty ones, answer this thing. The Shah Jehan 
sits here as God's vicegerent, to render justice to the pea- 
sant as to the prince." 
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The courtiers, of course, applauded this sentiment by a 
murmur of applause. " Wonderful — wonderful ! " ex- 
claimed Zaul Zemshir. " Was there ever king like ours ?" 
Nourjehan remained silent; the aged chess-player strove 
to speak, hut the words faltered on his tongue. An honest 
man, unjustly accused, is ever less able to defend himself 
in speech than a scoundrel. 

" The spoiler came by night, O shah," said Al-Suli, 
" and me and mine were bound as robbers bind their prey. 
God — the great, the powerful — sent this young man, and 
we were then wonderfully delivered. Blows were struck ; 
but the blood spilled was that of the violent. The king loves 
justice ; he will weigh these things, and the truth will be 
seen. Of the Ethiop I know nothing. The shah will per- 
mit us to go away with whitened faces, and will incline his 
merciful ear to relieve us in our adversity." 

But the brow of the Shah Jehan was troubled, as the 
brow of Mount Ararat in a storm. 

" Ye own your guilt, then," said the king, " O sons of 
strife and workers of iniquity ? Life has been poured 
abroad like water, and no excuse given beyond lying words 
of wind. By the decrees of the Koran, blood for blood 
should be strictly rendered; and who are ye, O little 
souls, that ye should be excepted from the holy ordina- 
tion ? Very strange and ridiculous is thy tale, Al-Suli ; 
and of the youth there, ye own ye know nothing. Yet 
thy comrade in blood stands before his king in obstinate 
silence, and thus avows his guilt. Now hear the words of 
the shah. Thy daughter may be spared ; but wherefore 
should not the sword of justice smite the necks of the two 
murderers, seeing that your guilt is so clearly evident?" 

A plaintive cry arose from Zelica, like the wailing of 
Rachel reft of her young. 
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" Mercy — mercy," cried the maiden. " Mercy, O king ! 
as you expect mercy for yourself hereafter." 

" The woman insults the shah !" cried the zealous Zaul 
Zemshir. " Gag her ; give her mouth the slipper !" And, 
suiting accordingly the action to the word, the chief-exe- 
cutioner rushed towards the maiden to strike her on the 
face with the heavy brass-heeled shoe of office. 

But the indignity of this uncalled-for outrage was unex- 
pectedly checked. Unable longer to contain his feelings, 
Nourjehan dropped his cloak, flung off his Turcoman cap, 
and suddenly darting upon the chief executioner, as the 
wolf bounds on the deer, wrenched the heavy shoe from 
his hand by main force, and dealt him three or four blows 
on the mouth, so heavy as to batter in the amazed officer's 
front teeth. Turning then rapidly upon the moollah, 
Nourjehan seized him by the throat, and although the 
priest of Mohammed was of powerful and athletic form, 
our hero shook him till he was black in the face, and then 
dashed him down bodily upon the marble floor like a log 
of wood, himself almost shrieking the while with rage, as 
he thus vented his passion. The court was struck dumb 
with amaze. Nourjehan stood over the moollah, like a 
tiger over the slaughtered buffalo. 

" Enough — enough !" cried the Shah Jehan, in convul- 
sions of merriment. " Hold ! dear Nourjehan. Let the 
poor moollah go, or thy father will die of laughter." 

Loud acclamations rent the air. Shouts of joy shook the 
roof of the hall. Nourjehan's disguise exists no more. 
The beloved of Zelica is the prince royal of Persia. The 
maid became sensible of the truth, and fell into his arms. 
Nourjehan bore his fair prize close to the verge of the 
throne. 
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" I ask, O my father, — I beg this dear maiden for my 
bride, with the consent of her parent, Al-Suli." 

" My son, my daughter, the blessing of a father on you 
both I" And the good shah tenderly embraced the pair. 
" How could I refuse thee aught, O Nourjehan, — thee, the 
right hand of Persia — the young lion of Islam — the pride, 
the glory of my blood and race." 

" Belli — Belli ! well spoken, O great king," ejaculated 
the courtiers, with all the vivacity of Persians. The 
dramatic excitement of the denouement had broken down 
ceremony for the moment, and rank and grade appeared 
forgotten. It was one vast family of love and happiness. 
It need hardly be said that the matrimonial scheme was 
delightedly acquiesced in by Al-Suli, and thus was Nour- 
jehan both mated and checkmated. 

" Speak, O my dear son !" continued the beneficent 
Shah Jehan. " Say, what shall be done with this calum- 
nious moollah ?" 

" Let him, O my father," replied Nourjehan — " let the 
moollah Reza Hafed take ten thousand pieces of gold from 
the royal treasury of Persia. Let him be clothed with a 
robe of honour, and made chief of the mosques ; for so 
alone can a prince of thy blood take revenge. Moreover, 
the moollah has looked upon the dwelling of Al-Suli, and 
no man may be abased who hath ever known, however 
remotely, the future queen of Persia. So be thy face 
bright, O priest ! for we forgive thee." 

" May I be thy sacrifice !" cringed the moollah. " Oh! 
could thy slave but have known !" 

Nourjehan addressed the word to Zaul. 

" And thou, the servant of the shah, how likest thou the 
slipper thyself, man ? O hard of heart ! learn to be mer- 
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ciful while dutiful. Our right hand hath spoiled thy 
beauty in the matter of thy teeth, and we will not forget 
we rest thy debtor." 

Zaul Zemshir bent to the very ground, and to the day 
of his death ceased not to inflict six times a year upon his 
family and friends, in a story of some two hours* duration, 
the extraordinary and familiar condescension of the heir- 
apparent upon the present occasion. 

" The faces of all who look upon this scene of my joy 
should be whitened by the shah's graciousness," continued 
Nourjehan ; " only the woman Miriam is an outcast from 
the throne of mercy. Put that she-devil forth from Ispa- 
han, O Ali Mohammed, and, on peril of her life, never let 
her again enter the city of delights, or she shall verily become 
a fresh by-word in Persia, and the fate of the abominable 
shall be likened to the fate of Miriam, who sold her mas- 
ter's house for a price, and was therefore burned with the 
fires of earth and of hell. For thee, Ali Mohammed, be 
thyself henceforth captain of a thousand men, but if thou 
must dice and drink of the unlawful, do it, good fellow, 
in the privacy of thy anderun, and not in the public 
streets." 

"My house is enlarged! — my head reaches the skies! 
May the prince live for ever! " responded Ali Mohammed, 
as he led forth Miriam from the presence. 

Then Nourjehan tenderly took the hand of Al-Suli — 
" Thy dwelling, O father of Zelica, be henceforth in the 
royal palace beneath the shadow of the King of kings, and 
many be our battles on the chess-field. Wonderful was 
the star of destiny which led me first into the presence of 
this my beauteous bride." 

And Nourjehan pressed Zelica to his bosom, while joyous 
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shouts of loud acclaim again rent the air. " Take me now 
unto the realms of light, O Allah, when thou wilt," audibly 
prayed the shah, " my line wiU leave heirs to the throne of 
Persia." 

Nourjehan and Zelica were wedded with fitting pomp, and 

for forty days Ispahan rang with the public rejoicings upon 

this happy occasion. Even Ismael Khan was restored to 

favor, and the past was washed iu the waters of oblivion. 
****** 

And the Shah Jehan was gathered to his fathers, and 
Nourjehan his son reigned in his stead over Persia, ruling 
his people many years in mercy and in justice, as we find 
written inthe chronicles of his kingdom. His union with 
Zelica, the fair chess-player, was bright and uninterrupted 
until a late period of life, when as our Persian original 
manuscript phrases it, " they were separated by the stern 
divider of delights and breaker of friendships." 
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A GAME OF CHESS WITH NAPOLEON. 

The scene of our story is a dinner in Belgrave Square, 
London ; time, ten o'clock at night ; date, the twenty-first 
day of March, in the year of grace one thousand eight 
hundred and forty-three. Horatius Flaccus could not 
better have observed the unities. We love to set up our 
landmarks with precision. 

The dinner was drawing to a close ; for the varied courses 
and contributions l#viedJupon earth and air, rock and water, 
had been withdrawn to make way for the costly and spark- 
ling dessert. Ices, sugars, and fruits, in their most extra- 
vagant complications, were heaped high upon massive 
salvers of silver and of chrystaL. Wines of Burgundy, of 
Constantia, and of Madeira, had superseded the vintages 
of Germany and of Champagne. The heat of the battle was 
over, the " din of arms ,, had passed, and the conquerors 
were at length resting on their laurels, in that beatific state 
of repose only to be understood by those favoured mortals 
who have triumphantly passed through the fiery ordeal of 
a first-rate dinner, without one dyspeptic twinge to mar 
their budding hopes of a happy digestion. Every loving 
mother of every dear son present could have said with the 
Roman matron, " Thanks to the gods, my boy has done 
his duty !" and well could every fond son respond, " This 
day, at least, I have practised that first cardinal virtue of 



Digitized by Google 



248 A GAME OP CHESS WITH NAPOLEON. 

dining well !" Be it known to the profane, that this was 
a banquet of state, a real Lucullus' spread, given by Mr. 
and Mrs. Goldhall, the eminent Lombard Street bankers, 
to the Herr von Wolverdenden, the great Hamburg mer- 
chant, — the man of millions and of mines, the lord of 
Mexico and Peru, the potentate of " Change," throughout 
the chief money-marts of civilized Europe. We say we 
love to start mathematically. The party assembled com- 
prised just ten individuals. Happy ten ! 

The Amphitryon of the feast, Mr. Goldhall, posted at 
the lower end of the table, was a common bankerlike-look- 
ing sort of a person, and may be dismissed in few words 
accordingly. He was a dried-up thin thing, like Shaks- 
peare's " shotten herring very short, very spare, and very 
smart. Mr. Goldhall was not one of those persons of whom 
it is said they never had a grandfather Mr. Goldhall's 
grandsire had been an eminent manufacturer of Havannah 
cigars from cabbage-leaves, in Pinafore Place, Whitechapel. 
This piece of family history was probably not known to 
all the component parts of the present dinner-circle, but 
strikes us as being, nevertheless, highly interesting. The 
social system of Great Britain cannot, after all, be so very 
bad, if such a tree produces such fruits. Could Mr. Gold- 
hall, the grandsire, familiarly known in Whitechapel as 
" Nobby Sam," have risen this night from his quiet grave 
for just five minutes, and seen his grandson dining in 
a palace, with half-a-dozen servants in scarlet behind 
his chair, why, Mr. Goldhall, our grandfather, would have 
returned " to earth" the happiest of happy ancestors. 
And now for the lady of Mr. Goldhall 

The head of the table was graced by the portly form of 
the rich banker's cara sposa\ the happy pair not being 
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quite registered on that very select circle of London 
fashionable society, in which to preside at their dinner- 
table in person is deemed a vulgar heterodoxy. Mrs. 
Goldhall was " fair and forty," and her full round shoulders 
were stripped almost to their elbows, in honour of the oc- 
casion. In eighteen hundred and forty-three, beauty 
appears to have been measured and appreciated by the 
square foot ; its fairest blossoms vying with each other as 
to shewing the most — in quantity. Never were seen gowns 
cut so low, tuckers so invisible. In Mrs. Goldhall, this 
approach to the costume of the Venus de Medici was, in 
the eye of the philosopher, pleasant and primitive ; in some 
other women we have seen thus sitting for " the nude," 
the sensation conveyed has been an anxious desire to cover 
their charms in crape, as we would mourn for the departed, 
and also to save such very scraggy forms from lumbago. 
The lady -patronesses of Almack's should look into this, 
and constitute a "Jury of shoulders," with fully consti- 
tuted powers to " bind and to loose," according to circum- 
stances. This is a parenthesis. We have not yet quite 
dismissed Mrs. Goldhall's costume. 

Nid-nodding like a hearse-horse beneath her ostrich- 
feathers, the form of the fair lady, perhaps, resembled that 
of Olympian Juno in her majesty of mien ; sparkling, too, 
in a profusion of diamonds, which scattered around their 
vivid scintillations like brightest sunbeams of morn, playing 
upon the silvery, frost-encrusted, waving willow. This 
metaphor is getting too much for us, Juno may or may 
not have worn feathers and diamonds both. Beauty un- 
adorned is described by the poets as a very fine thing. 
Beauty is none the worse for having £10,000 worth of 
jewels en wreathed in her shining tresses. The gardens of 
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the Hesperides sparkle with very tempting fruit, particu- 
larly at the present high price of bread. Mrs. Goldhall 
was just what a banker's wife should be, and not a bit 
overdone. There was evidently a reserve, in case of a run 
upon the counter. The lady friends of Mrs. Goldhall 
were wont to whisper that her constant smile was chiefly 
assumed to shew off her diamonds. These slanderers were 
lady friends, men knew better. A really fine woman pre- 
fers her own charms to all the brilliants of Golconda: 
Mrs. Goldhall smiled to shew her teeth. 

Of the mind and intellect of Mrs. Goldhall, there is no 
necessity to say much. When ladies rise to a certain po- 
sition in society, we see no occasion they have for brain at 
all. Intellect is very well in its way, but by no means 
essential to Belgrave Square ; and we have seen so many 
walking-sticks upon the highways and byways of life, 
ticketed as " creatures all mind," that really the society of 
an acknowledged blockhead, whether male or female, be- 
comes quite " refreshing," if only from its rarity. Mrs. 
Goldhall had mind enough for her husband, and he for her. 

In the post of honour — the van of the conflict — on the 
right hand of our beautiful hostess, was placed Von Wol- 
verdenden, the millionaire for whom the dinner was given. 
This great man was stopping a few days in London, and 
was connected in some huge money operations with Gold- 
hall's firm. Wolverdenden was fifty years of age, of good 
figure, slightly tending to embonpoint, thin white hair, high 
forehead, and with a pair of small black eyes ; so sharp 
and restless, they appeared as if they could pierce through 
a granite wall. The Von was gentlemanly and agreeable 
in conversation, from his great experience of life. Of 
perfect self* command, and what divines would term " dis- 
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simulation," his motto through life appeared to the mob to 
be, laissez alter, while in reality his brain worked like a 
' never-dying steam-engine. On his white waistcoat, flow- 
ing forth like a sea of purity, dwelt in solitary repose 
some one Continental order of knighthood, bestowed by a 
certain petty German prince, in return for a loan which no 
man in Europe could have negotiated but Wolverdenden. 
Our millionaire, be it noted, was a votary rather to Epicurus 
than to the Stoic school. He was a gastronome worthy of 
Ude, Eustache, or Beauvilliers. Von had dined to-day 
well, and had been much amused with the sayings and 
doings of the assembled party. On the best possible terms 
with himself, he was now talking nonsense to his neighbours, 
pour passer le temps ; leading the conversation in that de- 
cided tone which a real live lion ought to assume, when 
he condescends to roar soft for your amusement. While 
chatting, Wolverdenden was tapping the table carelessly 
with his white, well-formed hand, as if admiring a huge 
carbuncle he wore in a ring, one of the finest stones in 
Europe, Save the star on his breast and the ring on his 
hand, our guest wore not gem nor jewel. Mrs. Goldhall 
had caught herself frequently sighing during the last course, 
as she looked, not on the German, but on his ring. 

Poets, painters, and musicians, agree that their finest 
effects are formed by contrast. At the lower end of the 
table, to the right of Mr, Goldhall, and, consequently, 
placed in oblique opposition to the Hamburg Plutus, re- 
posed a poet— a real, living poet — christened by his 
mother (or, as the great American writers would say, " his 
maternal parent") as Diedrich Platter, but rejoicing at 
present in the name of Stanislaus Poniatowski Skinund- 
grieff. A poet and a millionaire surely present the very 
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climax of contrast; and could that poor Lazarus of a 
poet be otherwise seated at the mahogany of Dives than 
at its lower end ? 

A prophet has no honour in his own country. Had the 
boy Platter remained all his life stitched to a mother's pet- 
ticoat in Bavaria, he would have manufactured the brooms 
she was in the habit of selling about the streets of Munich, 
but would have manipulated little beyond those essential 
articles of housewifery. Platter had an aspiring soul ; he 
eschewed the osier and the heather ; he had gone early in 
life as far north as Warsaw, in the respectable capacity of 
valet to a Russian quack doctor ; he returned, to bless 
civilized Europe, the celebrated Polish poet, Stanislaus 
Poniatowski SkinundgriefF, banished (he said and swore, 
and we are bound to believe him) by that arch auto- 
crat of all the Russias, the Emperor Nicholas, as the 
staunchest partisan of the Poles, and the most unquench- 
able Beranger of Berangers. SkinundgriefFs outward 
man was a poor, cadaverous-looking creature, God knows ! 
but he had, doubtless, that within which " passeth show," 
and the ladies of Paris and London pulled caps for bis 
sonnets. SkinundgriefF spoke both English and French 
with an accent so sweetly detestable, that, said they, he 
" must be" a Polish genius of the finest water. The fair 
sex jump so kindly at conclusions. SkinundgriefF filled 
up albums and scrap-books with what he termed Sclavonic 
ballads in their mother tongue, and who could contradict 
him ? He sang songs like the cries of starving wolves in 
the snow, which did duty for Polish hymns of liberty. He 
recited verses which the very young ladies loved, because 
so " sweetly incomprehensible." At a lord-mayor's ball, 
given for the benefit of the Polish refugees, it was Skin- 
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undgrieff who returned thanks to the company, in the 
name of " the Sarmatian people !" In fact, Skinundgrieff 
was one of the lions of the season, and a very pretty lion, 
too ! He had lately taken to write his Boethry in English, 
and had brought upon the present occasion, in his pocket, 
a choice manuscript entitled, The Blasted Bud, which, it 
had been arranged, he should presently read up, to the 
edification of the guests assembled. We have termed 
Skinundgrieff a lion. A word upon the lion's mane. 

The hair of our poet waved down the greasy collar of his 
coat, like the coarse bristles of a dozen wild horses' tails 
gathered into a wilderness of roughness. We have thought 
this feature deserving a special paragraph ; and the more 
so, because his best friends must admit his hair to have been 
singularly striking, and crinatorically redolent of genius. 
How can a man have talent without he sport much hair ? 
Can a man write, shorn of moustache and imperial, of 
whisker and of beard ? No, the thing is self-demonstra- 
tive. We have even been told that, in that highly cul- 
tivated country termed Poland, the very words " genius" 
and "hair" are synonymous, both bearing some sort of 
affinity to the poll or head. After all, our private belief 
is, that Skinundgrieff was a Mussulman, and had thus 
suffered his crop to " run to hair," ' that the Angel of 
Death might have a sure purchase when he should grasp 
the knot, for the purpose of carrying its wearer safely 
across the bridge, to cast him into the arms of the white- 
limbed houris of Paradise. Only, not to speak it pro- 
fanely, were we the Angel of Death, we should hesitate, 
ungloved, at grasping hair so innocent of comb and brush. 

" And shall ' the male sex' all our theme engross ? 
Rise, honest Muse, and sing " 
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the lady who sits by SkinundgriefF — the lioness of the 
assembly, at least, though not the lion — the beloved of 
Exeter Hall — the pearl of Evangelical Magazines —the 
watcher of the Watchman — the rose of the Record — the mo- 
ther(spiritually speaking)of sucking missionaries to the hea- 
hen — the terror of all lollipop-lovers in her parish infant- 
school — the balm of Giiead to Newgate felons, Australian 
" transported ones," and Bridewell virgins — the patroness 
of poets in general, and of Stanislaus Poniatowski Skin- 
undgriefF in particular- -the authoress of those charming 
and "undying" songs, " She sat beside the Parish Pump," 
and "He died for Rosabel;" in a word, Miss Clarissa 
Knaggett herself, and no other. 

Miss Knaggett, having just turned fifty-two, had entered 
upon the " ethereal," selon les regies, eschewing all that 
was mundane, and what she termed " unspiritual." A pupil 
of that high school of composition, introduced into our 
literature during the last twenty years, she had refined her 
language and her pen, till both breathed the very odours of 
purity and sanctity. Several magazines of the day rejoiced 
in her contributions. Happy magazines ! She regularly 
corresponded with that very great American, Mrs. Sigour- 
ney, and in that delicious style of speech which so emi- 
nently characterises' the first writers on every subject in 
the world (and out of the world) — need we say we mean 
Sydney Smith's pets, the Americans? — had assured the 
friend of her soul in a late letter, that " her spirit wonder- 
fully harmonised and rejoiced in holding commune with 
that lean thing, SkinundgriefF ; for, in his powerfully 
gifted mind alone on weary earth did she find that sweet 
gush of thought, that earnest truthfulness of purpose, and 
that very deep purity of sentiment, fitted so especially to 
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appreciate and delicately recognise the trembling feeble- 
ness of one so unhappily ' all nerve,' " as she, Clarissa 
Knaggett. To sum up, other lady-writers may be blue, 
cobalt or Prussian ; Miss Knaggett was purple. 

Miss Knaggett constantly assured her friends that she 
was all mind, except such parts as were all nerve ; still 
the frame which held together so much mind and nerve 
must not be altogether passed over. Miss Knaggett was 
tall and very thin, her features pinched up as if with drink- 
ing daily huge draughts of vinegar ; with the slightest pos- 
sible soupgon of squint, which, however, rather relieved 
than injured the general expression of her countenance. 
To meet both such eyes at once would have been sadly too 
much. Her teeth were beautifully white, as indeed, they 
ought to be, considering what they had cost. Her curls were 
Truefitt's chef- d'&uvre. Her friends said she rouged, but 
her maid denied it, and we always believe a lady's maid. 
At any rate, the faint red tint playing around Miss Knag- 
gett's nose-tip, and brightening up with such increased 
effect daily after dinner, must have been purely the " rose- 
pink" of nature's dressing-case. 

Miss Knaggett's form was worth looking at twice. Her 
dress was cut much lower than Mrs. GoldhalFs, but she 
had just whispered to Skinundgrieff that " she thanked 
God she knew better than to dress like that very indeco- 
rous person." Certainly Miss Knaggett could not well 
have dressed indecently. As an osteological specimen, her 
shoulders were perfect. To an anatomical lecturer, they 
would have been invaluable, affording the means of illus- 
trating the wonderful powers of nature, by answering sa- 
tisfactorily, that very natural question, "Can such dry 
bones live ? " 
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We are dwelling too exclusively on Miss Knaggett 
(although she really possessed £500 a-year), and must take 
care our story (for we have a story coming) does not get cold 
the while. So leave we the lady to continue in that sweet 
Platonic description of flirtation with Skinundgrieff in which 
she was now deeply involved ; and in which sort of thing, be 
it noted, we have ever found ladies of the genus " saint" 
most eager to indulge. We suppose they want to plant 
below a constant pied a terre, to be enabled to jump far- 
ther at each leap heavenward. The remainder of our 
dinner company need not be minutely depicted. They 
were the usual mixed lot one meets with upon such 
occasions, — fine, formal, and fussy, — grave, giggling, and 
grand. Let them, then, enjoy their pine apple ice, while 
we do a bit of philosophy. Most true it is that there is 
philosophy in every thing, ay, even in a rotten nut, if we 
could but find it out. 

A problem presents itself, which philosophy alone can 
solve. On sitting down to dinner, Von Wolverdenden 
and Skinundgrieff had seen each other for the first time; 
but, before the fish and soup were removed, had agreed in 
as pretty a mutual feeling of hate and contempt as was 
ever engendered in hearts of flesh. Why was this ? 

" The grapes are sour," cries jEsop's fox ; " Silver and 
gold are dirt," sings the poet ; " Give me the treasures of 
the mind, the sparkling brain — gems of genius !" Skinund- 
grieff was a most legitimate lyric. This was his constant 
theme, this the one great string of his harp. On the other 
hand, money looks down upon mud as presenting a most 
inconvenient accompaniment, and your real capitalist ne- 
cessarily views a pauper as mere dirt, though he be poet or 
divine, astronomer or geologian ; and never had bloodhound 
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sharper nose to track his quarry than had Von Wolverden- 
den to look in upon a man's inmost soul, and seize at a 
glance upon his quality. Wolverdenden was the field- 
marshal risen from the ranks. No disguise could save 
poverty from his piercing vision. The poet was too visible 
in the outward man of SkinundgriefF. It penetrated through 
the dirty thin imperial on his lower lip, it flashed forth its 
light in the half inch of turned-down shirt-collar, it soared 
triumphantly in the dirty woollen hair-fringe which col- 
lared the neck of our Sarmatian hero ! These points were 
duly and severally marked by the millionaire, as were his 
own shining carbuncle and knightly order, by the half- 
starved SkinundgriefF, and there was enmity between the 
two celebrities accordingly. 

The antipathy which exists between ermine and rags, 
wealth and want, silver and brass, is a fight like that of 
dog and rat ; a strife " never ending, still beginning" — a 
battle of direst extermination — a war to the knife ! In the 
mind of Wolverdenden, poets and penmen at large were 
associated with hulks of the sea-ports, with the gutters of 
the streets, with the Carmagnole and the Marseillaise, with 
10,000 Sansculottes dancing ca ira in Regent Street or the 
Tuileries Gardens. And so, on the other hand, was the 
rich man crucified on the burning brain of the poet, as the 
type of intolerance, bigotry, priest-craft, Jesuitism, whips, 
chains, the Inquisition, and Negro slavery. The Croesus 
of our dinner had not deigned even to ask of Mrs. Goldhall 
the name of the poet. He was crushing his enemy to the 
dust in silence, by the mere moral weight of his Peruvian 
"dross;" by his renown, now European, as "the first 
capitalist of the time." The poet shewed less force of 
mind, for he ever and anon poured forth into the skinny 
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ear of Miss Knaggett a tirade against cash, strong enough 
to have ground Lombard Street to powder. Unhappy 
poet ! the grapes are sour and yet sourer. See ye not in 
your darkness, that, seated as are ye two, at the upper and 
lower end of that glittering mahogany — ye, poet and mil- 
lionaire — see ye not, that ye present types of the two great 
classes of mankind, — the ups and the downs, the strong and 
the weak, the antipodes of humanity in its social relations, 
the wise and the foolish ! But, of ye two, O poet and 
money-man ! which is the wise and which the foolish, is a 
question all too metaphysical for our solution. 

And now we have really broken ground, and are entering 
upon our story, such as it is. 

The conversation of the assembled dinner-party suddenly 
turned upon the game of chess, and, for the first time, 
words were directly exchanged between Skinundgrieff and 
Wolverdenden. The poet was, or pretended to be, a chess 
enthusiast. Poor soul ! enthusiasm of any sort discounts 
for very little in Lombard Street. 

" What an immense mind you must have, you dear crea- 
ture ! And so you are a great chess-player ? Oh, I dote 
upon chess ! It is such a love of mine !" said Miss Knag- 
gett to Skinundgrieff. 

" I have played chess," cried the poet, proudly, " with 
the first players throughout civilized Europe, — with Des- 
chapelles, with M'Donnell, with De la Bourdonnais. I 
have played in Poland four games at once without seeing 
the board. There's nothing in it. All a mere effort of 
the memory. But I have given up chess lately. It tore 
me to pieces. My nervous system was too delicate. I 
have been awakened in the night by horrible visions ; chess- 
knights and bishops have been dancing upon my breast 
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driving their weapons into my heart, darting their forked 
talons into my marrow — ugh !" 

" You must have gone to hed without supper !" re- 
marked Von Wolverdenden. The company laughed. It 
takes so little from a great man to make a party smile. 
Skinundgrieff was ruffled ; but poets who will sit at rich 
men's tables must be large of swallow. 

Skinundgrieff rallied. " Now," said he, inwardly, " will 
I prove that mind is not to be silenced by mere matter.'* 
The poet made himself up for mischief. 

" I repeat," said Skinundgrieff, "chess is nothing. 
When I played chess, it was after a fashion peculiar to 
myself " 

" Peculiar enough !" whispered the Von to the lady, 
" peculiar enough, I'll be sworn i" 

" When I played chess, I analysed the subject thus. A 
certain thing is to be done. Very well. A situation is to 
be produced, at whatever cost, called checkmate. Very 
well. I looked then neither to the right nor to the left ; 
I gave up queen and castle, knight and pawn. I went 
straightways and simply to the mark I purposed. I gave 
checkmate. Bah ! I found it quite easy ; in fact, chess is 
a bagatelle — provided a man has — a — a — a — certain calibre 
of mind !" 

" Hear, hear!" exclaimed Wolverdenden. " Philidor 
is risen from the tomb !" 

Another laugh rang round the table. Miss Knaggett 
sighed. What an advantage is a strong cast of the eye ! 
The fair lady was enabled now to drop a tearful look of 
sympathy and admiration upon the soi-duant Pole, while, 
with her sinister orb, she shot a ray of fiery wrath and pity 
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at the man of Hamburg; and all with a single effort of 
volition ! 

" When I travelled through Circassia," continued the 
bard, raising his voice — " when I made the tour of Circassia 
and Georgia, I had just attained my greatest force in chess. 
I there rode 2000 miles in company with the renowned 
Acrakaporos Khan, the first chess-player in the country, 
and we played chess mentally all the way. In truth, we 
agreed that the only things which spoil chess are the board 
and men !" 

" If your game lasted 2000 miles, it must have been a 
long one !" remarked Wolverdenden, dryly ; " and I should 
have thought a great chief had something better to do than 
to play chess either horseback or assback. I have been a 
chess-player myself, and a sad waste of time I found it. 
To be sure it turned up a trump at last ; though my chess 
was all European, and never was exhibited in Circassia." 

" You a chess-player !" cried Mrs. Goldhall ; and " You 
a chess-player !" echoed half-a-dozen voices, in all sorts of 
keys. Whoever heard of such a thing as a millionaire a 
chess-player? As well be a mathematician, or even a 
poet! 

The great man was evidently flattered by the tribute of 
homage rendered in this burst of surprise. He smiled ; 
and his smile was of a character to represent the compla- 
cent, the dignified, the patronizing. 

" 1 have played chess," said Wolverdenden, emphatically, 
" with the greatest chess-player of the century : with a far 
greater player than De la Bourdonnais or Deschapelles." 

" And who might that be V* 

" With Napoleon Buonaparte. I have played a game 
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of chess with Napoleon, and beaten him. Who else living 
can say this ?" 

" Chess with Buonaparte !" cried the lady of the man- 
sion. " How droll — how exceedingly remarkable ! How 
did he look ? — how did it all happen ? — what did he say ? — 
were you not afraid ? How very extraordinary ! Oh, we 
must hear all about it ! Come, tell us, there's a kind crea- 
ture ! — do, now, tell us all about it !" 

" Yes, yes!" shouted Goldhall ; " pray tell us all about 
it ! A story, a story !" 

Miss Knaggett sneered perceptibly, the poet said nothing. 
He would have preferred the cry of " A poem, a poem !" 

Von Wolverdenden hesitated with the coquetry of a fine 
singer when about to " favour the company." 

" Oh, pray tell it us !" and Mrs. Goldhall placed her 
white hand on the great man's arm, as if that argument 
were irresistible. Skinundgrieff looked daggers, and Miss 
Knaggett squinted pins and needles. It was a clear case 
that The Blasted Bud would not be allowed to unfold its 
leaves that evening. 

" There certainly exists no insuperable objection to my re- 
lating this chess-adventure," said Wolverdenden, " but you 
must promise me your patient attention for a full half hour," 

" Yes, yes, we promise !" was the response. A rich 
man's story as well as his joke is so greedily devoured. 
Skinundgrieff muttered something to his scraggy neighbour, 
and, as the servants were now ordered out of the room, 
filled a bumper of Burgundy " for two." Miss Knaggett 
liked a glass of wine. 

Deep silence prevailed. The millionaire looked slowly 
round, as if to take in all the party with the gaze of his 
deep dark eye, and commenced his story. 
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" When I was a junior clerk in the house of R in 

Paris, at 1500 francs a-year " 

The company were transfixed. Napoleon's memorable 
prologue, " When I was a sub-lieutenant," caused not 
greater sensation. Von Wolverdenden smiled. 

u When I was a petty clerk in R 's, the narrowness of 

my finances allowed me to indulge in no amusement but 
chess ; and as a constant habitue of the Cafe de la Regence 
I had attained a certain degree of force ; that is to say, a 
first rate player could only give me the advantage of a 
couple of pieces. It is necessary I should premise all this, 
before I come to my encounter with the emperor. I 
gave then, all my leisure time to chess; but, to conceal 
the poverty of my appointments, maintained the most 
rigid secrecy at the Regence as to who or what I was, and 
was universally supposed to be living on my means — a 
mere Faxis flaneur. Do not lose sight of this fact. Well, 
I bore my condition cheerfully, practised the most rigid 
economy as to ways and means, and sat early and late at 
my desk, during business hours ; existing on the present, 
living on the future ; watching the opportunity to better 
my hard fate by seizing that critical moment (should it 
present itself), which they say Fortune offers once at 
least, in the life of every man. " 

'* I wonder when that marvellous moment will deign to 
visit me!" interrupted Skinundgrieff. 

*' It probably has already occurred to you, my dear sir," 
said Wolverdenden, courteously, "and you have neglected • 
to seize it, in the just confidence of a genius fit to wield the 
very crash of worlds — ahem ! Surely in return for that 
sublime game of chess of yours, played with the Georgian 
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captain, he ought to have created you a pacha of three tails, 
instead of the one you bear !" 

The company laughed. The poet forced a smile to 
Wolverdenden, and cursed him " by all his gods." The 
capitalist resumed : — 

" On the 5th of March, in the year 1815, we were all 
at our posts in the evening, making up the monthly mail 
for Constantinople, It was late — between eight and 
nine o'clock. I was rocking on my very hard wooden stool 
as usual, scribbling away for dear life in company with 
some nine or ten other clerks, all of superior grade in 

the office, when the door flew open, and our chief, R , 

stood before us, with a face as pale as a pretty woman's, 
when the doctor says her aged husband will recover !" 

" Naughty man ! " lisped Mrs. Goldhall. 

" Every sound was hushed, every stool ceased to roek, 
every pen stopped scratching. Something important had 
evidently happened — some dire event 'big with the fate 
of Cato and of Rome.' Mexico was engulfed by an earth- 
quake, or Peru was washed to powder by a tornado. R 

spoke, and his voice quivered. f Gentlemen,' said he, 
'though I opened not the black-book, I could not prevent 
others, many hours, from unfolding its leaves. France is 
no longer France! The whirlwind has smitten her! 
The thunder-cloud has burst upon our happy shores ! I 

may be announcing to you the ruin of the house of R 

and Brothers !' 

"Ruin and R ! The association of terms appeared 

too ridiculous. We thought the governor mad ! 

" * Gentlemen, 9 resumed the mighty Israelite, € hear me 
out, and appreciate the magnitude of this communication. 
Napoleon Buonaparte has left Elba, has landed in France ; 
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the army join him, and his eagles are flying to Paris with 
lightning speed ! I come now from the Tuileries. Louis 
XVII L, by the grace of God, will be off for Flanders in a 
few days, as fast as his fat will let him. The ministers 
are drawing up a bombastic proclamation to issue to-mor- 
row to the people, but I foresee their downfall is assured. 
The folly of the Bourbons again breaks the peace of 
Europe, and France is about to plunge anew into a thirty 
years' war ! ' 

"/ Hurrah ! * shouted two or three clerks, stanch Buona- 
partists. 

" ' Forgive me, my dear sir,' cried one of them to 

R , ' forgive the interruption, but this cannot touch 

the house. Be yourself. This alarm is surely premature. 
Hurrah ! the emperor must have money. He will want a 
loan. We shall have the crown jewels, worth fourteen 
millions of gold in pledge ; and the fat citizens of Paris, 

who swear by the house of R , will furnish the cash ! 

Hurrah, then ! Vive 1 9 Empereur ! — A baa les Bourbons / 
— Vive Napoleon ! * 

" * Sir,' replied R , sternly, — ' sir, you are a fool ! 

and you talk like the fool you are ! The emperor must 
have money instantly, true enough, too true ! but Louis 
is even now packing up the crown jewels, in case he is 
obliged to fly to Ghent ; trust the old fox for that, and all 
his private treasure of gold and diamonds to boot. The empe- 
ror can offer no guarantee capable of being quickly realized. 
He will tender me his note of hand — bah ! and the Con- 
gress at Vienna still sitting ! and the armies of the allies 
not disbanded! and the Russians in Germany! and the 
Cossacks of the Don in sunny Europe, like vultures eager 
to whet their filthy beaks in the dearest blood of France ! 
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Sir, you talk like a child ! Do you forget our cash opera- 
tion of last week ? Do you remember that in our vaults 
lie five millions of golden Napoleons ? and, doubtless 
Talleyrand and Fouche will try to make their peace with 
Buonaparte, by advising that this sum should be seized as 
a forced loan. Five millions !' 

" * The allied armies will dissolve like snow beneath the 
sun of June ! ' retorted the Buonapartist clerk. 

" ' Never ! ' cried R , emphatically : * Napoleon 

has laid too many obligations upon Russia and Austria. 
They groan beneath the weight of his favours. Benefit a 
scoundrel, and be sure he flies at your throat when he can ! ' 

" Prophetic speech ! The Austrian requited the pre- 
serving the integrity of his domain, by furnishing, some 
years afterwards, a little kingdom to a little king, — a realm 
six feet by three, to her beloved grandson, Napoleon IL, 
King of Rome and Emperor of the French ! Vive la haute 
politique I Well, excuse my shewing this feeling ; I can- 
not for my life help it. Our friend's wine here is so excel- 
lent, it breaks the formula of cant, and truth will out. I 
am about to conquer Napoleon at chess ! but, from the 
moment I beat him, I loved him ! 

" ' Yes,' continued R , * five millions in gold, one 

hundred millions of francs ! My brain reels — the house 
must go ! Nothing but a miracle can save us. Five mil- 
lions V 

"'But,' asked the imperialist clerk, ' can we not hide the 
gold ? — can we not send it away V 

" 'And what can we do with it V impetuously interrupted 
R . " Where can we hide it, that its place of conceal- 
ment will not be known ? The barriers are closed, sir, and 
no person may leave Paris. The moment Napoleon 
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sets foot in the Tuileries I shall be summoned thither, and 
this gold will be demanded as a loan. A loan, indeed !' 
" ' But, perhaps, Lafitte ' 

" < Lafitte the devil, sir ! To Lafitte's house I shall be 
politely invited to send the money. I must give up this 
vast sum, or perhaps be tried by court-martial and shot for 
petty treason ! Think you Buonaparte comes this time 
to play any thing but the game of life or death ? Do we 
not know the man! Remember the active part I have 
taken in arranging the affairs of these Bourbons, and 
think not my exertions in their cause can ever be over- 
looked, except by themselves. A hundred millions ! Oh, 
brother ! my dear brother ! of all men on earth, you alone 
could save me by your counsel ; and I am in Paris, and 
you are in London !' 

" ' The emperor cannot be here yet, why not send to 
your brother V asked the imperialist. 

" * The barriers are, I repeat, closed, and guarded by the 
artillery with loaded guns. I applied myself for a 
passport, and was refused. The gratitude of kings ! I 
was refused this by the Bourbons, who wish naturally to 
delay the heavy tidings of lament for France, until their own 
personal safety is insured. The peasants love Napoleon, and 
might arrest them. A hundred millions V 

" ' And no one can then leave Paris ? This is really so !* 
ejaculated the Buonapartist, beginning himself to tremble 
for the safety of his idol, the house. 

" ' Such is literally the case. None may pass, but one 
courier for each ambassador. The messenger of the English 
embassy this moment leaves with despatches for the court 
of St. James. I have spoken with him, and have offered 
him 500/. to bear a letter to my brother, and the man 
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refuses ! The post, too, is stopped. All is stopped, or will 
stop. Five millions of gold ! ' 

" ' The English courier is a German named Schmidt, is 
he not V queried the Buonapartist clerk, by way of saying 
something. 

" ' He is ! may he break his neck on the road ! The 
moment he communicates his news in London, the British 
funds fall ten per cent, as they will do here to-morrow mor- 
ning, and in both cities we hold consols to an immense 
amount Oh for some heaven-inspired idea to circumvent 
this fellow Schmidt ! But I talk as a child ! — my brain 
reels ! Five millions of Napoleons in our cellars ! Oh, my 
brother ! why cannot the spirit of our father arise and stand 
before thee to-morrow in London, ere the arrival of this 
courier V 

" The climax had arrived. R *s heart was full. He 

sunk into a chair, and hid his face in his hands. The deep 
silence of profound consternation prevailed throughout the 
office. 

" Now, whatever was the feeling of my fellow-clerks, I 
cannot convey to you the slightest idea of the revolution 
which had sprung up in my breast during the foregoing 
conversation. I had not spoken, but eagerly watched and 
devoured every word, every look, of the several speakers. 
I was like the Pythoness of Delphi awaiting the inspiration 
of her god, my * Magnus Apollo ' being my poor 1500 franc 
salary. Never was there more b urning genius of inspiration 
for an enterprising man than an income limited to 1500 
francs ? My frame dilated like that of Ulysses in Homer, 
when breathed on by the sage Minerva ; or, to pair my 
Greek with a Latin simile, I might be likened to Curtius, 
resolved to save Home by leaping into the gulph ; only as 
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an improvement upon this latter hero, I fancied I could 
take the plunge without breaking my neck ! Any how, I 
jumped up, kicked my wooden stool away, and presented 
myself before R . 

'"If being in London three hours before the English 
courier may advantage the house, ' cried I, ( here do I 
undertake the task, or will forfeit life. Give me some 
token of credence to hand your brother, sir, gold for my 
expenses on the road, and trust to me ! ' 

"'What mean you? Are you mad?' said R- , 

surprised, while my fellow-clerks began to mutter at my 
pretensions. 

" ' I have my plan,' returned I. ' Oh, do but trust me ! 
I am acquainted with this courier — with Schmidt. I have 
a hold on him — a certain hold, believe me ! Though I am 
but the junior here, I will travel with Schmidt, ay, in his 
very carriage, and will win the race, though I should be 
guillotined afterwards for strangling him by the way! 
Time flies, sir — trust me — say I may go.* 

" R hesitated. 

" ' Is he trustworthy ? * asked he of the head clerk, with 
whom I was luckily a favourite, because I was in the habit 
of mending his pens, and taking his seven children bonbons 
on New-year's day. 

" ' Wolverdenden,' answered the head clerk, ' is as steady 
as time. He is prudent and clever. I would trust him 
with my children — and wife too ! ' 

" There was little time for parley. Great men decide 
quickly. The truth was, I presented myself as a pis-aUer 
— a sort of forlorn hope. Even if I went over to the 
enemy, nothing could be lost, matters being evidently at 
their worst, and the critical moment all but on the wane. 
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R resolved to trust me. All was the work of a few 

seconds of time. He took from his finger the carbuncle I 
now wear, (the stone cost 60,000 francs in the Levant), and 
placed it in my hand. 

" ' Shew the ring to my brother,* said he ; 'he knows it 
well ; and stay — quick — give me ink.' Snatching up a 
slip of paper, our chief wrote in the Hebrew character, 
* Believe the bearer f ' Put that in his hands,' said he. 
' What your plan is, I know not. You have carte blanche. 
Explain all to my brother. He is the genius of the family. 

The fortunes of the house of R are this day in your 

keeping. Be thou as David says, ' a dove for innocence, 
but a very serpent in guile.' The courier starts at the 
stroke of ten. It wants twelve minutes ! ' 

" 'He goes, of course, from the house of the embassy ?* 
asked I, — clapping on my hat, snatching a cloak from the 
wall, and pocketing a heavy bag of gold all in a breath. 

"'He does — he does — away with you — away!' and 

R literally pushed me out at the door, amid the 

varied exclamations of the clerks. I took the steep stair- 
fall at half-a-dozen bounds, and in half-a-dozen more 
found myself in the Place du Palais Royal. 

" Through life we find that to narrate important events 
frequently consumes more time than their realization. 
Thus it is with me at this moment, and I must hazard 
weakening the interest of my narrative to state here the 
grounds of my calculation. In almost every thing runs an 
under-current, not seen by the world. Schmidt and I 

— w 

were bound together by but a silken thread, and yet on 
that I reckoned. We were both frequenters of the Cafe 
de la Regence, and constantly in the habit of playing 
chess together. 
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" Nobody but a chess-player can appreciate the strong 
tie of brotherhood which links its amateurs. When men 
spend much time together, they become accustomed to 
each other, like horses used to run in the same coach. 
For a fellow chess-player, a man will do that which he 
would refuse his father and mother. The habit of breath- 
ing the same air, and looking at the same chess-board, 
creates a friendship to which that of Damon and Pythias 
was mere ' How d'ye do ? ' This it was upon which I 
reckoned. Schimdt and I had played thousands of chess- 
games together, and barely exchanged three words. He 
no more suspected me of being a banker's clerk, than of 
being King of the Sandwich Islands. We had mostly 
singled out each other as antagonists, because pretty 
nearly matched ; and Schmidt loved me the more, as I 
knew, because it was not every man who would play with 
him. 

" Schmidt was the slowest chess-player I have ever seen. 
He has been known to sit three quarters of an hour over 
a move, his head covered by his hands, and then to be 
discovered fast asleep. In everything he was the same. 
Correct as the sun ; but a slow sort of person, for all that. 
Schmidt was the kind of man who, meeting you in a 
pouring rain, says, ' What a wet day this is !* A whole- 
sale dealer in prosy truisms, and nothing brighter ; and 
yet covered all over with a portly assumption of conse- 
quence, which famously dusted the eyes of the vulgar. I 
had ever been a judge of physiognomy, and knew my man. 
How many Schmidts there are in the world ! Excuse my 
thus moralizing at the dinner-table, if only for its novelty. 

" Did you ever see a conjuror at a fair shewing off 
tricks upon the cards ? He shuffles the pack beneath 
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your very nose as he offers them in detail ; but while you 
vainly think you can draw which you will, he adroitly 
manages to make you select the very card to suit his pur- 
pose. Something like this must be my first step. I had 
as yet no plan beyond fixing myself upon him, and trusting 
to consequences ; but, under the strong stimulus of my 
poor 1500 francs salary, I seriously made up my resolve 
to risk even life itself, rather than rest in my abject po- 
sition. Who could have so much gold run through his 
fingers as I was in the daily habit of telling, and not long 
to see a little of it stick by the way ? 

" I depended, then, partly on the native force of im- 
pudence ; or, in words more refined, on the influence of a 
strong mind over a weak one ; that magic spell which 
Concini at the block owned to having practised so success- 
fully upon the queen, her mistress. You see I am his- 
torical, as well as classical — anything but poetical ! 

" The English embassy at this time occupied an hotel 
adjoining the Cafe de la Regence ; at the door of which 
latter temple of fame I planted myself in a careless-looking 
attitude, with my pulse beating like a sledge-hammer. 
The night was dark above, but bright below, shining forth 
in all the glory of lamp-light. At the parte cochhre of the 
British envoy's hotel stood a light travelling-carriage. I 
was in the nick of time. Schmidt was ready, enveloped 
in a heavy redingote. Five horses were being caparisoned 
for the journey. I went up to the carriage, and addressed 
my chess friend : — 

" ' How's this, Schmidt ? no chess to-night ? I've been 
looking for you in the Regence !' 

" ' Chess ! no, indeed, I 've other fish to fry. Have you 
not heard the news? It's no secret. Buonaparte has 
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landed from Elba on the coast of France. Paris will ring 
with the tidings in an hour or two. I'm off this moment 
for London with despatches.' 

" « I don't envy you the journey !' said I. c What a 
bore ! shut up in that machine all night ; not even a pretty 
girl to keep you company ! 

M ' But duty, you know !' said Schmidt, with a smile. 

" ' Duty, indeed ! but, perhaps, you light up, en grand 
seigneur, and read all the way ? To be sure, you can study 
our new gambit !' 

" ' What a pity you can't go with me !' responded 
Schmidt, in the pride of five horses and a carriage all to 
himself. * What a pity you can't go with me, we'd play 
chess all the way !' 

" My heart leaped to my mouth. The trout was gorg- 
ing the bait. Schmidt had drawn the marked card ! 

" ' Don't invite me twice !' said I, laughing, 'for I am 
in a very lazy humour, and have no one earthly thing to do 
in Paris for the next few days.* This was true enough. 

" ' Come along, then, my dear fellow !' replied Schmidt, 
' make the jest earnest. I've a famous night-lamp, and am 
in no humour to sleep. I must drop you on the frontiers, 
because I dare not let the authorities of Calais or Boulogne 
see that I have a companion, lest I should be suspected of 
stock-jobbing, but I'll pick you up on my return. Now, 
are the horses ready, there V 

" ' Do you really mean what you say, Schmidt V 

" < Indeed I do !' 

" ' Then I'll tell you what,' said I, 4 I'm your man, and 
famous fun we'll have !' 

" I darted into the Cafe de la Regence, snatched up the 
first chess equipage that came to hand, and stood in a mo- 
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ment again by the side of ' my friend.' The postilions were 
on their saddles, in we leaped, bang went the door, round 
rolled the wheels, and away bounded our light calash at the 
rate of ten French miles an hour ! 

" ' Gad !' said Schmidt, with a grin, ' what a joke this 
is ! We shall have something in the chess way to talk 
about for the next hundred and fifty years I' 

" * We shall, indeed !* replied I. For a moment we were 
stopped at the barrier of St. Denis, and here I became 

sensible of the truth of R 's reasoning. The gates 

were closed, and a heavy force of horse and foot drawn up 
by the portals. My friend's passport was strictly scanned, 
and we learned that no other carriage could pass that night, 
the order being special. I may here say, that throughout 
the route, thanks to the telegraph, our horses were always 
changed at the various post-houses with lightning speed. 

" ' Good night, gentlemen !' cried the officer on guard, 
and away we went through the barriers, dashing over stone 
and sand, rut and road, like the chariot of Phaeton running 
away with its master. I looked back on Paris for the last 
time. ' Aux grands hommes, la patrie reconnoissante /' 

thought I. Should I succeed, the R s will at least 

bury me in the church of St. Genevieve ! 

" Now at this point, my friends, the chess-board, I con- 
sider, was in reality placed between Napoleon and myself, 
its type only being the chequered piece of wood on which 
Schmidt, poor fellow ! was setting up the chess-men. By 
the by, if you ever play chess in a carriage, and for want of 
the men being pegged at their feet you cannot make them 
stand, wet the board with a little vin de Grave, as we did, 
and you'll find no difficulty. 

"„Yes, Napoleon and I were about to play a game at 



274 A GAME OP CHESS WITH NAPOLEON. 

• 

chess, and, although he might be said to have taken the 
first move, his attack was necessarily clogged by so much 
incumbrance, that our chances, at least, became equal* 
• To beat the emperor,' thought I, ' all must be risked in 
a rapid attack, which shall countermine his plans. The 
position must not be suffered to grow too intricate. My 
first stroke must be successful, or I may as well throw up 
the game at once. Nothing, however, can be done for some 
hours ; so, voyons ! there's a Providence for the virtuous.' 

" Imagine for yourselves the details I am compelled to 
omit. We played chess all night, talked, laughed, and 
enjoyed ourselves. We supped en route in the carriage ; 
and, as my courteous antagonist was deeply engaged in 
discussing the relative merits of a Perigord pdte and a bottle 
of old Markbrunner, I could but sigh that time had been 
denied me to put a vial of laudanum in my pocket Schmidt 
should have slept so soundly ! 

" Time wore on. ' Shall I pitch him out by main force V 
reflected your humble servant. ' Shall I decoy him forth, 
leave him like one of the babes in the wood to the care of 
the redbreasts, assume his name, and dash on alone ? Too 
hazardous. I must take care not to find my way into that 
dirty old gaol at Calais, where the starving debtors are so 
everlastingly fishing for charitable pence, with red woollen 
nightcaps. The Code Napoleon does not allow of • robbery 
with premeditated violence.' More the pity ! and then, 
probably, if alone, I could not procure horses. Shall I tell 
Schmidt the whole truth, and throw myself on his friend- 
ship ? No ; I should be checked and checkmated. We 
have rattled through Abbeville, we are even passing Mon- 
treuil, and I am just where I was. But, stop ! a thought 
lights up my brain. Will it do ? 
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" Luckily my adversary was, as I have said, the slowest 
of all slow chess-players — heavy, sleek, and sleepy. This 
gave me the more time to ruminate, while he concocted his 
views upon the chequered field ; and my scheme, such as 
it was, became at length matured. While Schmidt the 
innocent, with his fishy eyes, was poking over the board, 
how little he thought upon the real subject of my medita- 
tions ! At this moment some persons would liken Schmidt 
to the Indian traveller, laughing in the fullness of his joy, 
while the Thug, his companion, makes ready the fatal scarf 
wherewith to strangle him ; others would compare him to 
a calf grazing in a butcher's field. You may liken him to 
what you will. 

" ' Do you cross from Calais or Boulogne, Schmidt ?— 
Check to your king !' 

" * Check ? I shall interpose the rook. — Oh ! through 
the Anglomania of the Bourbons, our embassy has worked 
the telegraph double duty, and at both ports a fast-sailing 
boat awaits me. — I think I shall win this game. Your 
queen seems to me not upon roses. — If the wind hold strong 
south-west as now, I shall prefer crossing from Boulogne.' 

" By this time we had reached that little village, I forget 
the name of the dog-hole, seven miles on the Paris side of 
Boulogne. It was half-past four in the afternoon, and we 
had eaten nothing since our scanty breakfast of bread, 
butter, and cafe au lait, at eight in the morning. Chess, 
chess, still had our chess gone on. I knew Schmidt was 
rather of the gourmand order, and now or never must the 
buffalo be taken in the lasso ; 1 easily prevailed on him to 
alight at the little inn of the village, which was also the 
post-house, for a quarter of an hour, to snatch a hot dinner ; 
which, I assured him, was far better than his dining at 
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Boulogne and crossing the sea on a full stomach ; so, chess- 
board in hand, away went Schmidt the simple into a dark 
little back room to study his coming move while dinner 
was dishing. ' Now or never !* I say, was my battle-cry. 
I rushed out, and demanded, what think you ? a black- 
smith! I was gazing on our carriage when the man stood 
before me. No one was within hearing. 

" * What a curious thing is a carriage like this, friend!' 
said I, musingly. 

" 4 It is !' responded he, in a tone which seemed to say, 

' Have you come from Paris to tell me that V 

" ' A strange wilderness of wheels and springs, of wood 
and iron. Now what would follow were that large screw 
there taken out 1 Answer me promptly, 

* * What would follow ? Why the coach would go on 
very well for a few hundred yards, and then would overturn 
with a crash, and smash all to shivers !' 

" * Hum !' said I ; ' and the travellers would doubtless 
go to shivers, as you call it, also ? And what if only that 
tiny screw there were drawn V 

" ' The body of the vehicle would equally fall upon the 
hind axle, but without material consequences ; causing, 
however, some inevitable delay.' 

"'Are you the blacksmith always in attendance here ? 
I mean if this carriage overturned descending yonder hill, 
would it fall to your lot to right it V 

" * It would !' and the Frenchman's eye sparkled with 
intelligence. I could have hugged the swarthy man to my 
bosom. I adore a blacksmith ! 

" ' Here are ten Napoleons,' said I ; ' give me out that 
little screw, I have a fancy for it.' And the screw was in 
my hand. 
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" e And now,' continued I, ' here are ten other Napo- 
leons. I hope no accident will happen to us as we leave 
the village ; but, should the carriage overturn, have it 
brought back here to repair, and take a couple of hours to 
finish the job in, that you may be sure the work is done 
properly, you know. And remember, O most virtuous of 
blacksmiths ! that a man who earns twenty Napoleons so 
lightly has two ears, but only one tongue.' 

" ' Assez, assez, mon maitre !' grinned Vulcan, empha- 
tically; ' je comprends ; soy ez tranquil le ! Allez done/ 

" I pocketed the precious screw, and rushed into dinner 
while the horses were putting to. Schmidt was so tran- 
quil, I felt provoked I had such a lamb to deal with. I 
intend that screw to go down in my family as an heir loom. 

" We left the inn at full gallop. A very small quantity 
of pace like ours proved a dose. The body of the carriage 
dropped gently into ' a critical position.' The postilions 
pulled up. 

" ' We are overset,' cried I. 

" * God forbid ! said Schmidt ; s say it's the English 
courier ! ' The man was so deep in that dear chess. 
' What's to be done V cried he, coming to his senses. 

" I had already sprung out. 

" ' There seems little the matter, Schmidt. Back the 
carriage to the inn, and all will be right again in a twink- 
ling.' 

" So said so done. My friend the blacksmith assured us 
he would repair all damage directly ; and, while he began 
to hammer away, like a Cyclops forging thunderbolts, we 
philosophers coolly resumed our chess in the inn-parlour. 
The position of the game was now highly critical, both for 
me and Napoleon, and also for me and Schmidt. My lat- 
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ter adversary was decidedly under a mate, and his coming 
move I felt must occupy twenty heavenly minutes. Surely 
his guardian angel must have been just now taking his 
siesta. 

" I left the room and darted to the stable. A groom 
was busy at his work. 

" ' Have you a saddle-horse ready for the road?' 

" ' Yes, sir, we've a famous trotting pony, — won the prize 
last ' 

" ' Enough ! I am sent on in advance. Tell the land- 
lord, my friend within settles all. Give me the bridle!' 

" I mounted my Bucephalus, and galloped off like the 
wind. 

" ' Boulogne ! Boulogne J' cried I, aloud, as I raced through 
the village in a state of ungovernable excitement. I was 
playing the great game with a vengeance. If that horse 
yet lives, be sure he recollects me. 

"I rattled into Boulogne, the St. Pelagie of Great 
Britain, and the very gendarmerie quailed before me at the 
gates. In a minute more I had alighted at the water side. 
The soldiers shouted behind for my passport. I threw them 
some gold, which, as none of their officers happened to be 
in sight, they were vulgar enough to pick up from the 
beach. I cast my eyes around. It was six o'clock, and 
the scene was deeply interesting. 

" The breeze had set in well from the west. The even- 
ing was cold, but bright; the air slightly frosty. The 
sun yet shone, and lighted up the harbour, tinging the far 
off waves with ten thousand different shades of emerald 
hue. It was known already that Napoleon had escaped 
from his prison-house, and was marching pn Paris ; and 
the English residents were flying from France like sheep 



Digitized by 



A GAME OF CHESS WITH NAPOLEON. 



279 



before the wolf. A golden harvest was reaping on this 
narrow sea, and I was hailed in a moment by several 
bronzed fishermen, with offers of service and vaunts of the 
superior qualities of their several respective vessels. I 
selected at a glance a stout, trim-looking boat, and leaped 
on board, leaving my horse to his meditations. I hope, 
for the hospitality of Boulogne, he was taken care of. 

" ' For Dover V cried I to the master of the boat. 1 My 
pay is five guineas a-man ; I must have eight men on board 
in case it comes on to blow. Be smart, fellows, and away !' 

" The men were active as eels. The police were about 
to detain me with some infernal jargon about my passport 
again, 

M * Cut off,' cried I, eagerly. 

" My captain (if I may so term a Breton sailor, half 
smuggler, half fisherman) severed the rope which held us 
to the pier-head, our heavy brown sails were flung to the 
wind, and we were sweeping across the waters. 

"We dashed under the bows of a large English-built 
packet, straining at her lashings like mad, ready to kick off 
in ten seconds. Her sails were flying abroad, and several 
stout hands were at the tacks, ready to haul them home. 
The captain was reading the very stones and windows of 
the town, impatiently, through a glass. The mob of idle 
spectators were so busily engaged watching his proceedings, 
I was hardly noticed. 

" * A nice craft, that.' 

" ' Yes, sir ; waiting for the English courier. If he 
don't make haste she'll lose her tide.' 

"'I should be sorry for that,' said I. ' Give her a wide 
berth, and go ahead. 

" And we did go ahead, I have crossed Calais Straits 
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many times, but never under such exciting circumstances. 
Every bit of canvas we could stretch was spread, and the 
billows washed our deck from stem to stern. The men 
were on their mettle, and the little vessel answered glo- 
riously to the call ! shaking herself after each wash like a 
wild duck, and dipping her wings again to kiss the briny 
waters. At one moment I verily thought we should have 
been swamped. My fellows themselves hesitated, and 
seemed inclined to take in sail. 
" ' Carry on,' cried our captain. 

" A little more washing and we were in comparatively 
smooth water under the chalk cliffs of Albion. By half- 
past nine I had left Dover, and was tearing along the Lon- 
don road behind four fleet horses. Canterbury and Roch- 
ester were won and lost. I took the direction of London, 

and my carriage pulled up before the gates of R 's 

villa at five o'clock in the morning. I had come from 
Paris in thirty hours." 

M Thirty-one," here interpolated the accurate Mr. Gold- 

Wolverdenden smiled. 

" The inmates must have thought I had come to take 
the mansion by storm, so powerful were my appeals to the 
great bell, as I stood at the gates in the early sunbeams of 
the morning. In five minutes more, I found myself by 
the conjugal bed of R God only knows how I got 

there. 

" Assuredly the R s received me as they had never 

done visitor before, sitting up both in bed, side by side, 
rubbing their eyes, as just awakened from a deep sleep. I 
had made my entry vi et armis, and, by the time R — — 
was fully wakened up, had handed in my credentials. 
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Without pausing a moment in my hitherto successful 
career, I rapidly explained the circumstances of the case, 
and minutely detailed the situation of our Paris house. 
What words I used I cannot remember. Indeed, I spoke 
as in a state of delirium. I had not slept for two days and 
nights, and my brain began to reel for want of rest. 

" * Go into my dressing-room there/ said R , with 

the most imperturbable sang froia\ i Do me the favour to 
open the shutters, and in three minutes I will be with you.' 

" I retired mechanically ; a heavy load seemed already 
removed from my chest. In every tone of the great man's 
voice was something more than authority ; there was genius, 
talent, and power. I felt that our position was fully 
understood, and so profound was my confidence in the king 
of the London merchants, I already felt assured we should 
find relief in his counsels. How extraordinary that so 
much effect should have been produced by half-a-dozen 
common-place words. 

" I threw myself upon a sofa. R joined me. He 

wore a scarlet nightcap, and, enveloped in the blanket he 
had hastily dragged off the bed, looked, with his grisly 
beard and massive throat, like a chief of the Cherokee 
Indians about to give the war-whoop. But I thought at 
the moment of neither nightcap nor blanket ; I thought 
only of Napoleon Buonaparte on the one hand, and R— — 
on the other ; and I would have staked my life on the 
latter, simply because he seemed master of himself. It is 
so easy to govern others ! 

" R was grand, he was sublime ! Startled abruptly 

from his sleep, informed that the whole fortunes of his 
house were trembling in the balance, — that the mighty 
European edifice he had for so many years been labouring 
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to establish was tottering in the wind, — that name, fame, 

and fortune, were being rent asunder, he was still R . 

He was the lion of the desert awakened to battle by the 
jungle tiger of tbe East, and rushing at once to the des- 
perate conflict Only, be it remarked, that lions of the 
desert seldom appear in flannel, even in the Zoological 
Gardens." 

" Mauvaise plaisanterie !" sneered the poet to Miss 
Knaggett. 

" Coarse person, with his flannel and his nightcap !* 

responded she of the bones. 

Wolverdenden heard not the remark. He proceeded : — 
" R spoke, and in the same quiet tone with which 

he could have ordered his maitre d'hotel to get him a 

cutlet. 

" ' Return to France,' said he, — 1 to my brother with ail 
speed. Spare no exertion at all hazards to be in Paris 
some little time before Napoleon enters, and all will go 
well. Your services in this affair will not be forgotten by 
our house. To thank you here were waste of time. Now 
mark my words ! I have no faith in the Napoleon dynasty. 
The emperor has returned too soon. The army will de- 
clare in his favour, but the nation, torn by war, will not 
stand by him. The natural cry of France is, ' Peace, 
peace ! that we may heal up our wounds.' The emperor 
may win a battle, but he must fall before numbers, and his 
fall this time will be for ever. I give him a hundred days 
reign, and no more. Very well. If I believed in the 
endurance of Napoleon, I should say, * Make a friend of 
him— lend him this gold ;' but as it is, the bullion must be 
preserved. I know the Bourbons. If the emperor borrow 
the gold, even in the name of the government, and pawn 

4 
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the palaces of Fontainebleau and the Louvre for the 
amount, the others are capable of disavowing the transac- 
tion. And although the absolute loss of this sum would 
not of itself shake us. vet the credit of our name would 
be severely damaged ; a run upon our branch houses would 
inevitably follow, and we should be compelled to stop 
payment before we could realize our assets. And yet true 
policy forbids our now directly affronting the emperor. 
How then to act ? The problem to be solved is this, — to 
keep the gold out of his hands, and yet to remain friends 
with him. And thus would I have my brother proceed. 
Treasure up every word, sir, and digest it en route. All 
paper money in France will now be depreciated. Any 
premium will be given for gold to hoard during the crisis. 
We have undue bills to the amount of millions and millions 
flying about Paris. I pray you mark this, sir. Seek out 
the holders of our paper, call it all in, and pay it off in 
gold. The money market will be so pressed, that even 
our name will be at a discount. Work out this scheme, 
and watch the result Every holder of a note of hand 
will be glad to allow ten per cent, discount for gold. Call 
in all. Leave not a rag of paper existing in any corner of 
Paris with our name thereon as acceptors. Should it 
chance that even then you do not find bills enough come 
in to absorb the gold, let my brother extend the operation, 
and discount equally the flying bills of the three Paris 
houses, marked in his secret memorandum-book as A, B, C. 
Never mind whether the bills have two, four, or six months 
to run. I say pay off all. Ferret them out from every 
corner of Paris. Lock your paper in your desk, and the 
ship will ride out the storm • How like you the plan, sir ? 
Ha ! The biUs will be useless to Napoleon. Gold alone 
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will meet his views, and he must get it through those 
houses who have been in the secret of his return. Mean- 
while, bid my brother be foremost at the Tuileries' levees, 
and profuse in his assurances of devotion to the emperor, 
with regret that he has no gold.' 

" R paused, as if to demand my applause for his 

plan. I saw it all ; the riddle was solved. Success was 
all but certain. Check to Napoleon ! and probably check- 
mate ; for other blows are yet in reserve for him ! R 

resumed, with the gravity of a veteran commanding in a 
battery with the bullets flying around him, — 

" ' Tell my brother, moreover, to operate on the French 
funds for a rise, the moment they recover from their first 
depression. Operate largely, and in the certainty that the 
Bourbon star will shine again, in less than four months, 
brighter, and more enduring, from this dark cloud having 
passed away. Remind my brother, however, to operate 
against the emperor only through third parties, and to 
beware ; for Napoleon will owe us a grudge for present 
proceedings, though at first he will be too eager to court 
public opinion to dare to seek revenge on our house. And 
now, away with you, sir, on the wings of the winds ; but, 
hold ! what is the earliest hour at which the courier of the 
English embassy can be at the Foreign Office here !' 

" ' I should say, eight or nine/ 

" ' Ha !' said R ; * then stop yet a moment. Thy 

coming is, indeed, a God-send V 

"Seating himself, R hastily wrote and sealed a 

short note, addressed to Lord C . 

" ' Leave London by Westminster, and hand in this note 
as you pass Downing Street (of course you know London), 
to be delivered as early as possible. Lord C comes 
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punctually to business at nine o'clock, and will find it on 
his desk. It is right that I should briefly acquaint his 
lordship with the outbreak of Napoleon.' 

" 'But/ remarked I (child as I was, compared with 
R— ), ' would you not prefer my leaving it at his lord- 
ship's private residence ; in which case he will get it at least 
two hours sooner ? 

" ' Content yourself, young man,* returned the chief, 
with a grim smile ; ' obey orders without reasoning upon 
them. Ahem ! he might not like to be disturbed so early. 
Besides ; how do we know he is at home ? There ; I date 
my envelope ' half-past five a.m.* Can man do more ? 
And now away, sir. We shall soon meet again. Return 
by Calais. The Boulonnois might lay hold of you.' 

" ' But allow me to remark, one difficulty remains,' ob- 
served I ; ' I have no passport.' 

" ' Oh, I can remedy that in a moment. The English 
government allow me to keep a few blanks for emergencies. 

" With R , to will and to do appeared to be the 

same thing. He filled me up a passport ready signed, 
. describing me as on ' a special mission ;' and we parted 
with a cordial squeeze of the hand. I can truly say, I 
neither ate nor drank, in or near the British metropolis, 

" ' How shall we drive, sir?' asked the post-boys, as we 
crossed Westminster Bridge. 

" ' Drive,' said I, ' as if the devil were after us !' 

" Luck was on my side throughout this eventful chess 
game ; for such I contend it was, in the highest signification 
of the word. Life is chess on a grand scale, and chess is 
an emblem of life, with its hopes and its fears, its losses 
and its gains ; only, in chess, if you lose one game through 
a false move, you can set up the pieces and play another. 
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My chances of checkmating the emperor now increased 
hourly. The ball was at my foot It may be said, the 

greater share of the laurel-branch ought to be R 's. 

Never mind, I was not puffed up with pride. Could I 
have a more worthy partner than the mighty monarch of 
European finance? It was king against Kaisar, and mine 
own was at least the hand that moved the pieces. 

" Fate was constant throughout my journey. I reached 
Dover and Calais without an accident, and reeled into our 
Paris counting-house, more dead than alive, soon after 
noon, on the 8th day of March. I need not say how de- 
lighted was our FreHch R at the counsel I brought. 
All hands went immediately to work, to carry out the 
scheme. As for me, I went to bed. 

" R— — 's behaviour was perfect. He made me keep 
the ring I wore, and thus I gained my carbuncle. More 
valuable orders of merit have been given by monarchs for 
services of inferior value. 

" To make my narrative complete, I must here trouble 
you with a chapter of dates. 

" Buonaparte had landed in France on March 1, and the 
news came to the Tuileries, as I have said, by the Lyons 
telegraph, on the 5th. On the 6th, Louis le Desire, issued 
his first proclamation, and ran away from Paris, his loved 
city, on the 19th. March \2 9 the emperor entered Lyons ; 
left that city next day ; was at Fontainebleau on the 20th; 
and came into Paris on the same day, at nine o'clock at 
night. Le petit Caporal had covered two hundred French 
leagues, partly hostile, in twenty days ; not bad work, con- 
sidering a part of the journey was performed on foot, that 
armies were to be conquered, and municipal authorities 
harangued, en route> in every town. On my part (for, as 
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I am playing chess with the emperor, I may here contrast 
ray doings with his), I had left Paris on the night of the 
5ch of March, and was back at my post on the 8th. We 
were, morally speaking, assured of at least a clear week, 
even should the troops sent to oppose the emperor unite 
themselves to his cause. A good deal may be done in a 
week ! 

" The success of the house of R was complete ; 

and Napoleon, as far as our game went, was irrevocably 
checkmated. All our gold was paid away ; barely a single 
twenty-franc piece remained in our treasure-vaults. We 
stood upon our bills, and waited the event. 

" On the 21st of March, the emperor had a grand levee 
at the palace of the Tuileries, to which our chief went, 
though with a trembling heart. Buonaparte looked at him 
from head to foot, with any thing but a pleasant expres- 
sion of countenance, and turned on his heel with this 
significant phrase, 'I see there are two Napoleons in 
Europe.' 

" The courtiers stared at each other, but could not read 

the riddle. Our R saw that his counterplot was 

known, and appreciated, though not perhaps gratefully. 
During the hundred days' reign — that meteor-flash of re- 
gained power — the emperor took no further notice of the 
matter, but subsequently alluded to it at St Helena, in 
his conversation with Las Casas. He then laughed at the 
trick, and owned we had completely foiled him. A Na- 
poleon to confess himself beaten is twice vanquished. 

"My friend, Schmidt the heavy, never can have for- 
gotten the last game of chess we played together, but was 
fortunate enough to be able to conceal the thing from his 
employers. He is still in the land of the living, but we 
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have never seen each other since 1 left him studying how 
to parry the impending checkmate. Should we ever meet, 
I shall be happy to finish the game, though I have never 
had leisure to play even a single party of chess since. 
Chess is a game for the poor, the idle, and the infirm ; and, 

thanks to R , I am now none of those. A liberal 

advance of capital on the part of the two brothers of Paris 
and London enabled me to call into existence the house 
of Wolverdenden and Co., bankers and merchants, of 
Hamburg, of which firm I am, as friend Goldhall there 
knows, the head partner. I have never divulged this 
affair before ; but, after twenty-eight years, feel at liberty 
to treat it as a matter of history: only, as I should not 
wish it to go farther, I will thank the company present to 
respect my desire. The finance of Europe is its very 
heart's blood, and the multitude should not be too easily 
initiated into the mysteries of the temple. 

" And now, in the manner that conquerors count over 

their spoils, let me briefly sum up the gains of the R s. 

The net is thrown into the waters, and drawn to land ; let 
let us tell over the fish taken. 

" Firstly, you will take notice, that in our exchange of 
gold for paper — hailed at the time like the changing of the 
new lamps for old, in the Arabian tale of Aladdin, — in 
this exchange, I say, we cleared a profit of ten per cent ; 
making ten millions of francs net of itself. The em- 
peror lost Waterloo, — commerce was restored, — oil was 
poured upon the waters, — the Bourbons crept forth from 
their holes, like mice when the cat is out of sight. Gold 
became a dead-weight, — bills were in requisition for re- 
mittal to foreign countries, — the bullion all came back to 
our vaults, — and we favoured our friends by charging them 
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only Jfive to eight per cent, premium, for taking the cum- 
bersome burden off their hands ! 

" The Bourbons were not ungrateful. With an incom- 
parable degree of adroitness, R made them see that 

we had been instrumental in crippling the resources of the 
emperor ! Thus goes the world. In return for our fidelity 
to the fleur-de-lis, we were permitted to suck some of its 
sweetest honey. The records of French finance yet ring 
with our gains upon the Bourse, through our buyings and 
sellings of stock upon this occasion. 

" On the morning I bore the news to England, R 

went down to the Stock Exchange of the British metropolis 
before it opened. He was always a punctual man. At this 
very time, Schmidt was about to unfold his budget to his 

employers at Westminster. Acting through agents, R 

operated in the funds to an enormous amount for an an- 
ticipated fall. His brokers did all this, while the great man 
was quietly reading the Times newspaper. I will not dwell 
upon the results in figures. The crop was enormous ! At 
half-past ten a. m., the news came to the Stock Exchange 
from the government Home Office, and the thing was blown. 

It was the interest of R 's brokers to keep the secret, 

and they did so. In the course of the same day, Lord 

C forwarded to the illustrious R an autograph letter 

from the Prince Regent, thanking him for his personal 
attention, as well as for his disinterested conduct, in placing 
his own private information at the service of government, 
before the arrival of their own courier ! Now it is all 
over I look back with astonishment. We have many great 
financiers, but no R . My story is done." 

" What a great man was R !" said Goldhall, with 

a deep sigh. 

L 
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" A great man, indeed!" was echoed around the dinner- 
table. 

There was a dead pause — a pause similar to that which 
sunk down upon the rival fleets at the Battle of Aboukir 
after the blowing up of L'Orient. The silence upon the 
present occasion was an offering to the glorious memory of 
the departed R . 

Owing to the length of the story of Von Wolverdenden, 
the sitting of the ladies after dinner had almost resolved 
itself into what the Chamber of Deputies would term " a 
state of permanency," much to the vexation of our dear 
friend Miss Knaggett, who prided herself on "the proprie- 
ties," The usual thanks were showered down upon Wol- 
verdenden, like wreaths of flowers upon the head of a suc- 
cessful singer. Mrs. Goldhall then gave the customary 
glance round the table, and rose to leave for the drawing 
room. During this momentary bustle, the silence was bro- 
ken, and all tongues were running at once, as if to make up 
for so much lost time ; and also by way of firing a parting 
salute upon the disappearance of the ladies. 

The illustrious poet of the Poles, Stanislaus Ponia- 
owski Skinundgrieff, rushed to escort Miss Knaggett as far 
as the door, just as the fair hostess, Mrs. Goldhall, was put- 
ting this question to the interesting spinster, — 

" How did you like the story ? " 

Miss Knaggett was one of those who love to go off with 
a mot. 

" Mon ane parle, et meme il parle bien," replied she. 
" Balaam's ass spoke once," cried the poet, boldly. 
Von Wolverdenden heard the two remarks. 
" Most asses never speak at all," said Wolverdenden. 
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SECTION I. 

" And the Lord said unto Satan, Whence comest thou ? Then 
Satan answered the Lord, and said, From going to and fro in the 
earth, and from walking up and down in hWVofc, chap. 1. v. 7. 

You ask me, madam, to tell you a story about Chess ; 
I know one which nobody else knows. A true tale, but 
very shocking. It relates facts which happened — oh ! a 
very long time ago ; before you were born. I know it is 
true, because 1 learnt it in a way in which nothing untrue 
could be communicated ; and, when I was in Venice, I 
saw the very spot where the chief incidents occurred ; so, 
you see, it must be true. 

Round the giant portals and illuminated entrances of 
the Buondelmonte palazzo in Venice, during one of the 
carnival nights of the year 15 — , was the throng and 
pressure of many dark gondolas, from whose cushioned 
seats a crowd of laughing revellers were rushing up the 
marble steps of the building, into halls blazing with 
light and beauty. 

All within and above was enchantment The noblest, 
the gayest, and the fairest of the city, were mixed in that 

l2 
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perfumed and silken throng. Here, the glittering ban- 
quet was spread invitingly forth — there, the dance and 
song burst joyously abroad. And the women ! — beauty, 
such as Titian or Giorgione could alone depict, was there 
in its choicest moulds. Dressed in the costumes of every 
age, with and without masks ; shining in jewels, glitter- 
ing in the velvets of Genoa, and the gems of Samarcand, 
in the softest silks, scented with the rarest odours, — wo- 
men were not wanting to complete the scene ; dazzling, 
palpitating, glowing, and triumphant in their charms. — 
We pass slowly through hall after hall, brilliant with 
lights, to an inner saloon; where our attention is par- 
ticularly arrested. 

This magnificent apartment is dedicated to play, in all 
its forms. Cards and dice are dealing, rustling and rat- 
tling, while the numerous tables of agate, or porphyry, 
groan beneath the heavy weight of gold and jewels staked 
as bets. Little noise is heard, save the deep and sonorous 
sound of the clashing zecchins, as they are poured from 
velvet sacks upon the board by the attendant pages, or 
collected in massive piles, to re-enter their temporary 
place of dwelling. So vast was the display of wealth, 
that Belial himself would have paused upon the scene. So 
profuse was the array of treasure, that you would have 
thought yourself in one of the caverns of "Aladdin, or 
the strong-room of some eastern Sultan — but you were 
not there. 

At the date of my narrative, Chess was at the height 
of its zenith in the favour of the princes of the earth; 
and, as well as games of mere chance, was generally played 
for heavy sums. Priests were advanced to the mitre, 
court favourites to the pension list, and officers to the 
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baton, for their skill in this fascinating recreation. Chess 
was the "shibboleth " of distinction between the peer and 
the puddle ; and a knowledge of its mysteries was as 
essential then to success in good society, as are now 
an intimate acquaintance with the red book, and the latest 
" on dits " of fashionable scandal. 

We are Chess-players ; and, as devoted lovers of the 
game, one table, in particular, attracts our attention. On 
that rare pedestal of silver and ebony, on that massive 
board of ivory and jasper, stand the mimic warriors, ar- 
rayed in fight. The rival players, who conduct the 
battle, are worthy of a closer examination. Let us look 
a little at them. 

That youth of twenty, who plays the black pieces, is 
one of the sons of Venice, and stands high on the golden 
roll of her nobility. His name is Vincenzio di Guadag- 
naro, distinguished alike for face and form ; for varied 
accomplishments, improvident extravagance, impetuous 
passions, love of learning and antiquities, wine, women, 
and chess. During the present sitting, he has already 
lost gold, houses, and jewels. He has now staked his 
honour, for having no money left wherewith to wager, he 
is bound to pay, should he lose, more zecchins by to-mor- 
row's morn than the mighty sum already parted with. 
Should he fail in redeeming his bond, the scene of life 
will darken o'er him. From the paleness of his clammy 
brow, we can fancy him anticipating the only alterna- 
tive then remaining. If he lose the game now playing — 
Vincenzio means to die at sunrise. 

But who is the fatal mask who plays against him ? A 
woman : and, judging from her arm and hand — her bared 
shoulders, and ivory neck— one, of a most excellent and 
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lovely appearance. Yes, she is the Princess del Buondel- 
roonte ; the owner of the palace ; the giver of the fete ; the 
leader of the fashion — and the queen of heauty in Venice. 
She appears formed for love} and tenderness, but neither 
of these sentiments rules her mind at present. Revenge 
the fiercest, hatred the most concentrated, and triumph the 
most mighty, unite to shake her frame ; and cause her 
fingers to tremble so, she can scarce conduct the chess 
figures. The feeling is mutual; and either of the two 
players could drink the very heart's blood of their adver- 
sary ; with a feeling which Italian souls can alone appreciate 
or comprehend. 

The spectators stand in a crowd around, awed into silence, 
and absorbed in breathless attention. Among them is a 
tall majestic figure, wearing the form and garb of the sons 
of men — masked, with enfolded arms, leaning against a 
marble pillar, and carelessly watching the progress of the 
game, on the side of the lady. That figure is the fiend! 
Not Satan in person, but a sort of inferior demon, like the 
gnome of the Hartz mountains, but younger, and therefore 
of less experience. A laughing Mephistopheles-sort of 
sprite, who has lately set out to make the tour of Europe, 
and has dropt into Venice to see the carnival. So much to 
his taste does he find it, he thinks at times he has made a 
mistake, and stept into heaven ! 

As the game advanced, the feelings of the players be- 
come still more excited. Vincenzio strained his nerves to 
the utmost, in order to conceal his emotion ; but the sweat 
of death was on his forehead, and his countenance was 
whiter than Phrygian stone. Still, he compressed his 
energies manfully to the task — played a long series of 
moves in a masterly manner, and shewed himself to be no 
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unworthy opponent, even when matched against her, whose 
reputation for chess was unrivalled. 

The fair Buondelmonte did not like her position. Her 
enemy's pawns offered a menacing aspect, and the adverse 
queen captured gratuitously a knight, and threatened a 
discovered check. The following was the situation, in 
which, having the White pieces, the princess had to move f 
She paused long over the board, and despair went to her 
heart, for she could find no resource, and Vincenzio had 
again, she feared, eluded her grasp. 

@ — g» 

i 




Suddenly the fiend bent over her, and it was afterwards 
thought, whispered a few little words in her ear. The 
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la dy started with delight, and in the ecstacy of the moment 
nearly fainted with joy.' She played the correct variation, 
and gave her adversary check-mate in just ten moves.* 

Vincenzio spoke not, but rushed from the room. The 
beautiful Buondelmonte turned eagerly to embrace the 
stranger. He was no longer there — though no one re- 
collected having seen him depart. 
M ♦ • • ♦ 

Two hours later in the night, Vincenzio walked in 
solitude on the Rialto, with all hell burning in his breast. 
To die was his least regret ; but to lose his revenge ! O, 
saints and martyrs !— Was he not a beggar ? And had she 
not ruined him ? When mutual love had passed away — 
when for her sake he had first tasted crime, — had she not 
betrayed him — scorned him! — forsaken him for another ? 
Had she not brought his father to the block, and his brother 
to the dungeons of the state ? Had he not wrestled with 
her during the last two years, in hatred? and warred 
against her, even unto the knife? — Oh! what a conflict 
was raging in his brain, when a stranger touched his arm. 

" Off, begone ! " was the exclamation of the noble ; and 
then at a glance, remembering in the figure before him, the 
friend of the Buondelmonte, as if his pent spirit had at last 
found vent, in one instant of time did his good stiletto flash 
through the air, and strike home upon his supposed foe. 
The effect of the blow was to produce a hearty laugh ; 
while Vincenzio, abashed and wondering, was struck with 
mingled sensations of the deepest awe. He shuddered 

* The positions introduced throughout this story, are chess pro- 
blems by my friend, Mr. William Bone. The solutions are purposely 
omitted. White is always moving up the board, 
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and clung to the pillars of the adjoining balustrade for 
support, exclaiming — " What are you ? " 

" Men may call me Azaroth," was the reply. " What 
harm have I done, that you should give me so rough a wel- 
come ? It was not I who won your money. True, 'tis hard, 
bitter hard! — You played for life, and for revenge — and you 
have lost. A wise man would offer double or quits. Ha ! 
ha ! ha !— All may not yet be irredeemable. I am your 
friend." 

"All — all — is lost," sighed Vincenzio, — " but honour ! " 

" Honour ! I like the term. Oh ! these men, with their 
honour! Hark ye, friend, where was your honour just 
now, in striking an unarmed man with your dagger ?" 

" From a Gruadagnaro, intruders may expect no other 
welcome. Why name yourself my friend ?— What would 
you with me, fearful one, — say, form of mystery, who 
evidently holdestlife by other tenure than that of human ? " 

u My purpose is to save you. I like your spirit. Were 
I the reptile, man, I would be like you." 

" Save me ! O, never ! 'tis now too late. You cannot 
give me back the past ; and without that, the future recks 
me little. " 

" I offer all you wish. Wilt have revenge ? " 

" Revenge ! Can you give me revenge ? — revenge on 
Buondelmonte ! — Can you give me her blood?— say — speak 
— whate'er thou be ! — Oh ! speak to me ! but speak ! " 

"Ha! ha! ha! see what the tender passion comes to! 
— You loved her once, and now " 

" Peace, fiend ! — answer me — speak, or leave me. May 
I have revenge ? " 

" You may, you shall ; but hear me patiently : — all that 
you wish, I give. Revenge, even to the overflowing of the 
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cup. Health, gold, and lengthened life ; all ! — on condi- 
tions though ! Wilt hear them, youth ? " 

" No ! by nay soul I will not ! Tell me nothing. For 
a moment hast thou kindly deluded me from the recollection 
of my wrongs. Bring me not back to earth directly. 
Were you in reality — the — fiend ! — Oh ! then, indeed ! 

" And if I were, would you accept my boon on these 
conditions V* — And Azaroth whispered in his ear, words, 
which but to write were mortal sin. St. John of Venice 
protect us ! 

Vincenzio blenched not For a single instant only did 
his frame quiver — and then he shouted, eagerly, and fear- 
fully,- 

" I will, I do ; so help me heaven and the saints ! I agree 
to all. Once more — give me revenge !" 

M Your noble spirit moves me ; my terms of service shall 
be lightened for you. All shall be given, youth, at mor- 
row's dawn. And now retire to rest, and dream of peace 
and happiness." 

" Do you leave me thus, Oh, Azaroth V* 

" Adieu, Vincenzio, for ten long years. Cherish your 
lady love, the beauteous Buondelmonte ! And in remem- 
brance of this interview, let me throw on your shoulders a 
trifling token of my affection. Adieu !" 

Vincenzio felt something in the form of a weighty chain 
thrown round his neck. It was a carcanet of sparkling 
sapphires. He raised his head — he was alone on the Rialto. 

Slowly did he pace his way to his couch ; but deep was 
his sleep, and pleasant were his dreams, on that eventful 
night. 

« * * • 

Vincenzio awoke at early morning, and returning recol- 
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lection flashed across his brain. His first impulse was to 
feel for the chain which Azaroth had girt around his neck, 
and which had remained there, when he flung his frame 
heedlessly upon his night-couch. The chain of sapphires 
was gone — but in its place — O horror ! — there was the vivid 
imprint of a chequered line, encircling his throat, like the 
two outer rows of a chess-board, marked deeply in black 
and red upon the skin, as if seared with a brand. Vincenzio 
shuddered, for this assured him of the sealing of the fatal 
compact. But the Lord di Guadagnaro was of no common 
mind ; and, strange to say, the uppermost feeling at the 
moment of this discovery, was one of unmixed pleasure. 
He knew that his revenge was at hand. He started up, and 
saw before him huge cofFers of gold piled to the very ceiling; 
aye, good, heavy, zecchins of the purest Venetian currency; 
ducats which bore handling, and did not melt (as he almost 
feared they would do), at the touch. O Pactolus, mighty 
river; it appeared as if thy waves had flowed across the 
chamber. Did Vincenzio think of the gold, while he 
handled it — while he kissed it — while he rolled in it ? No ; 
his joyous shout was for revenge! He certainly had not 
got implanted in him that love of his neighbour, which is 
so much more practised in these latter times ! 

On the gold lay a parchment, comprising an abstract of 
the conditions of the dark one; conditions accepted by 
Vincenzio beforehand, and even now registered elsewhere. 
The spirit of these conditions may be thus condensed :— - 
One chance of respite from the last dread penalty was left. 
Vincenzio was bound to play three games of chess with 
Azaroth, (drawn games not to count), to be played one game 
at each sitting, at intervals of ten years. In every case, he 
was to enjoy a hundred years of happy life, inclusive of the 
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twenty summers he had already numbered. Should he 
win either one of the three games, the bond was thereby 
to be annulled, and he was to be free from penalty ; should 
he, on the other hand, lose all three games, he was to com- 
plete equally his hundred on earth, but then ! O 

dire alternative ! I am almost afraid to go on. Why did 
you make me tell you this story? 

The full amount of the money due was carried by Vin- 
cenzio's pages to the Palazzo del Buondelmonte. Its 
enchanting and lovely owner was sorely grieved at the sight 
of the gold, and I regret that I cannot tell you more in 
detail, of that which subsequently passed between her and 
Vincenzio. Suffice it to say, that three months afterwards, 
a body was drawn out of the grand canal by a fisherman, 
which, from its long and heavy tresses, was recognised as 
the corpse of a woman, even before it saw the surface. It 
was indeed the body of the Princess del Buondelmonte, so 
horribly mutilated, that had she not been seen at the festival 
given by the Doge the previous evening, it might have been 
supposed she had lain a month in the water, and been half 
devoured by the fishes of the Lagunes. It is .really won- 
derful what could have befallen her, and who could have 
been the murderer ! 

A few weeks afterwards, and the Palazzo del Buondel- 
monte was inhabited by its purchaser, the Lord Vincenzio 
di Guadagnaro, whose graceful mirth, flowing spirits, open 
hand, and kind heart, were soon high for praise in the 
mouths of men. No prince gave such banquets — no man 
danced at them with such vivacity. His noble entertain- 
ments, united with his courteous bearing and handsome 
figure, made him the idol of Venice ; the chief nobility of 
Italy crowded round him, and many a tender and timid 
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heart sighed sorely to wear his chains. Vincenzio gave not 
all his time to pleasure, but acted up to the motto of 
" carpe diem," in every possible way. He loved learning, 
and delighted in the encouragement of learned men. To 
the study of Chess he became particularly addicted, and 
invited its first masters, by proclamation, from every quarter 
of Europe, to visit his palace. All who came were magni- 
ficently received, and, if they played well, every sublunary 
boon was placed at their command. By dint of genius and 
practice, Vincenzio became their superior. All went 
merrily with him, and the whole world seemed to lie at his 
feet. With the ladies he was perfect; they could find 
nothing about him to scandalize, nor even to wonder at ; 
except, perhaps, that when the fashion came in of wearing 
falling bands, and collars of Flemish lace, round the bare 
throat, Vincenzio adopted not the innovation, but con- 
tinued to close up his doublet as before. I could wager 
his reason for this was, to conceal that ugly checquered 
line which was ever around his neck, as left by Azaroth. 



SECTION n. 

Years fled then, as they now flee — like days. Time 
passed, and Vmcenzio's life passed with it. He was nearly 
thirty years of age, and felt something more than a qualm, 
when he anticipated the arrival of that point of time, which 
would complete ten years from his interview with Azaroth. 
It may be supposed by some, perhaps, as matter of wonder, 
that the demon had shewn himself already so liberal, com- 
pared with his general reputation, but there is no account- 
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ing for circumstances. As I told you before, Azaroth was 
only a third-rate devil ; mightier spirits could have given 
him the Pawn and two moves, in guile and craftiness. Per- 
haps he had, in his composition, sufficient mortality to feel 
amused by similar adventures ; and, besides, who can tell 
to what extent caprice may work with fiends, as well as 
men I The latter give ruinously exorbitant prices for a 
fine dog, a swift horse ; and so, by a parity of reasoning, 
might Azaroth have made his bargain in an extravagant 
mood. Be this as it may, Vincenzio was no vulgar prize ; 
his was a master mind, and as such, far from now quailing 
in panic before the coming of his foe, he was nerving him- 
self sternly for the encounter. Young in years, he was 
old in life ; and if his right-hand had been familiar with 
the wine cup, it had been to the full as intimate with the 
battle-axe, which he had wielded oft for Christendom, in 
the wars of Venice with the crescented Turk. The rolls 
of learning had unfolded at his bidding ; and the sages of 
Arabia and Grenada, hailed in Vincenzio their favourite 
pupil. Indeed, he had once committed himself with Holy 
Mother Church, and fallen at Rome under the ban of the In- 
quisition, for taking part with those who first broached that 
monstrous heterodoxy, that the earth moves round the sun. 
But the potency of gold cleansed him of this deadly sin, and 
he was careful publicly to recant so ridiculous an opinion. 

u After all," mused Vincenzio, in reference to the com- 
ing storm, — " there are points about this being, demon or 
philosopher, Chaldee or magician, be he which he will,— 
to be reflected on. He cannot be wholly etherial, or why 
should my dagger have cut his garments, as it did, and 
only turned against his cursed skin ! No fault of mine it 
went not home, at any rate. Perhaps, after all, my bargain 
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is a bad one. What was the woman to me ? Could I not 
have left Italy, and thus fled her vengeance ? . The sun 
shines brightly on other towns besides Venice. Alas! 
how differently we see things at different periods of life I 
But shall my soul be cast down in this extremity ? Cou- 
rage, Vincenzio, if the fiend must be met, let us confront 
him like the master of evil himself. A game of Chess I 
Well, throughout Europe, where is my equal in skill? 
Did I not conquer Bartolomeo of Spain, and Afger the 
Moor ? — (that splendid player.) Have I not exhausted the 
whole science of Chess : or, is human knowledge here of 
no avail ? This cannot be, for the bargain is null, unless 
I have the fullest exercise of my faculties. The church, 
too, can she befriend me ? — I have fought knee-deep in 
blood for Rome, surely her saints owe me a good turn 
now ? Perhaps this Azaroth may have done the thing as 
a frolic, — if a spirit, — and may have since forgotten me 
altogether ; he must see so much of life and of the world, 
how can he bear in memory so poor an adventure ? Well, 
let him come, I shall be here, for nought would flight avail 
in any case. We play ; he cannot cheat me. The con- 
tract was made as between men, and must be kept by him 
accordingly. Ha ! well thought, Venetian artifice ! Who 
knows how far he may be human at the time of his visit ? 
Some spirits, I have read, are mortal at one period, and 
only invulnerable at others. The ducats he gives are cor- 
poreal, why may he not be so too ? At any rate, no chance 
shall be on my part thrown away. Even should I fail, it's 
only the loss of one game out of three, and during the next 
ten years, I shall have leisure to scheme some craftier plot 
to foil him, with the help of the experience acquired on the 
first essay. The field is not yet won, my spiritual friend." 
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Vincenzio gave his bold page, Montalto, a few private 
instructions, without revealing his grand secret ; and waited 
calmly for the thunder-burst. It came. 

At the Palazzo Buondelmonte, the nobles of Venice 
were gathered to a banquet, and the revelry had reached 
its highest pitch. Vincenzio's laugh was ringing in the 
saloon, when Montalto presented a jewelled token, sent by 
a stranger, who waited in his study. It was the chain of 
sapphires seen before. " Be he accursed ;" muttered the 
Guadagnaro, as he courteously apologized to his guests for 
so abruptly leaving them. " Remember me, Montalto, for 
the time is come." 

" Ha, ha, ha !" shouted Azaroth, as Vincenzio entered 
the apartment. " I feared you had forgotten the purport 
of my visit; ten years try many friendships, and break 
connexions less intimate than ours. Are your chess-men 
ready ? I have to be in India four hours hence, to meet a 
Brahmin at Delhi." 

At a sign from his master, Montalto placed the costly 
board of silver and ebony, and the fiend sat down to sport 
with his prey. Vincenzio felt firm, but sad ; he had oft 
faced death, but he had now to cope with the spirit of death. 
For the first time, he looked in the face of Azaroth, whose 
features at their former interview had been covered by a 
mask. The expression of the countenance was haughty, 
scornful, and overbearing, though mixed with many traits 
of noble feeling, and even beauty. Round his mouth 
lurked scorn, wreathed in a thousand smiles of sportive 
malice. His eyes shone with a brilliancy so withering, 
Vincenzio could hardly bear their searching gaze; his 
brow was as the brow of one indented with the blue and 
burning lightning. Azaroth's age appeared to be that of 
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a man in the prime of life. He offered the Venetian the 
move, which Vincenzio unhesitatingly accepted, and the 
game began. What were the odds on Azaroth ? 

Have you seen, my friend, that celebrated engraving by 
one of the first men in Europe — Retszch ? I mean the 
one in which Satan is represented as playing at chess, with 
man, for his soul. So looked, in some respects, our com- 
batants ; and I think they were even the more interesting 
couple of the two. The man of Retszch's creation is so 
very good and innocent, hardly worth contending with, 
even though he have the partial aid of the attendant angel. 
The fiend of Retszch is a philosopher of the school of 
Diogenes, and not the prince of darkness intended. There 
wants the animal about the lower features ; and we see by 
the delineation, that Retszch has but little studied Spurz- 
heim and Combe. Pardon this critique, O, mighty 
draughtsman, thou who with thy magic graver hast so filled 
our hearts with frequent sensations of mingled joy and fear. 
Certainly, thy Lady Macbeth has more of the devil about 
her, than thy Satanic " Schachspieler." 

A few preliminary moves only were played, when the 
Guadagnaro called for wine, and Montalto presented, in 
beakers of gold, the bright vintages of Chios and of Xeres. 
Rather to the surprise of Vincenzio, his opponent drained 
oft the presented cups. Under their influence, apparently, 
the dark spirit laughed and jested higher and louder; but, 
alas! for the Venetian, the more Azaroth quaffed, the 
keener appeared his view on the board. The page slack- 
ened in his service, and Azaroth in his turn,demanded " wine." 

Montalto was staggered, and crossed his breast devoutly. 
M What man is this ?" said he to himself. " In his first 
draughts I have given him poison enough to kill a regiment, 
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and yet he asks again for wine ! My lord's scheme is 
nought. His enemy doubtless bears some counter-charm, 
or sanitary potion. I'll try my own plan." 

" This wine is fair," quoth Azaroth, u but not so much 
to my palate as the other. Have you more of the first 
vintage, Vincenzio?" 

" How may I answer thee, most potent? evidently thou 
art not of this earth !" And Vincenzio bent, in something 
like awe, over the chess-board. 

" Ho ! ho ! ho !" shouted Azaroth. 

Vincenzio started. The page had j ust struck the fiend from 
behind, a desperate blow on the head with a Turkish axe. 

" Why, page, if I were of puny frame, like thy master, 
that tap would have given me the head ache, and how then 
could I have played at Chess ? O men of earth, he had 
need be proof against fire, steel, and poison, indeed, who 
communes with you !" 

Vincenzio sat in silence, and Montalto crept tremblingly 
out, vowing I know not how many masses to St. Peter, 
if he should live till morning's dawn. The game of Chess 
went on with various changes ; Vincenzio's skill was proved 
to the uttermost, but he made no impression, though 
Azaroth played, scarcely deigning to glance at the board. 

" You are improved," said he, " since the night you played 
with Buondelmonte. Doubtless your practice has been 
great. — (If you move the knight to the square you meditate, 
he is lost.)" 

" I fear I am lost," thought Vincenzio. He found his 
very thoughts anticipated. A change came over Azaroth. 
He gave away one or two pieces in succession, and Vincenzio 
almost dared to hope. Poor fool ! The wily fiend was mocking 
him. He sacrificed half a dozen of his chief pieces in a way 
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which compelled their being taken, and thus fixed all Vincen- 
zio's men out of play. He reserved on the field, but one bishop 
and two poor pawns, against a mighty force ; but Vincen- 
zio then saw, to his horror and amaze, that all the pre- 
ceding train of sacrifices, had been parts of one deep scheme 
to secure the mate. The following was the position : — 

Azaroth had the White men, and forced the checkmate 
in three moves. O, how I wish he were a member of the 
London Chess club ! 

Vincenzio's sensations were similar to those of a man 
taken, sleeping, out of his bed, and plunged into a cold bath ! 
u In ten years' time we meet again," cried Azaroth, as he 
mounted on the wings of the wind. Vincenzio threw him- 
self on the ground, and wept in the bitterness of his despair. 
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section m. 

Before the age of thirty, man wishes to be older than 
he is ; after that point, he rather desires to stop. To an 
acute observer, it would have seemed as if Vincenzio del 
Guadagnaro could do all he wished on earth, except arrest 
this certain progress of time. Every thing prospered with 
him — at least as to the outward man ; with his soul's health 
it went, perhaps, indifferently. But the time for caring 
about one's soul is decidedly yet to come with worldly men, 
at thirty years of age ! At the period of which I write, 
the nobles of Venice played the part of general merchants 
to the whole world ; and Vincenzio was among the chief 
of these nobles. His coffers overflowed with gold; his 
halls were piled with silks and furs ; while the sea was 
covered with his ships. His books, his antiques, jewels, 
bronzes, cameos, intaglios, and pictures, were alike unique. 
He was thirty-five, but had never married. Why should 
he marry, when the choicest beauties of Italy thought it 
an honour to see him at their feet ? Fashion had set her 
seal on him (as well as the devil) ; what more could be said 
in his favour ? Greater than Julius Caesar, he conquered 
without having seen, or come ; for the fairest signoras of 
Venice came first to him! Blest with health, temper, 
good spirits, and good looks, combined with the form of an 
Antinous, — all with him was well. Did he play ? fortune 
forsook his adversaries, and their cash was poured into his 
money-bags. Did he hawk or hunt on the mainland of 
Italy — whose hawks, horses, or hounds, were so fair and 
fleet as those of the gallant Vincenzio ? The world, too, 
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could hardly cavil at the golden opinions from all sides 
showered around him. His was not a carpet life. Fore- 
most in the wars of Venice with the Ottoman, no hand had 
struck harder at the crescent for the cross. It was really 
a pity he still had that nasty mark around his throat ; but 
then, no one ever saw it, you know. 

The passions of our matured friend continued to rage 
like a volcano, but the lava's torrent was well kept under 
command. Ambition opened her portals to his career, and 
it was said — (but the virtuous are always the victims of 
calumny) — it was whispered, that Vincenzio was not 
too particular, as to the means he adopted in sweeping from 
the path such insects as would fain oppose his tread. But 
as this was seldom spoken aloud, what cared he? And 
what man, above the low vulgar horde of bread-producers, 
would be uncivilized enough to say aught against a lord so 
powerful, and so unscrupulous ? One man, a simple mer- 
chant, it was said, having discovered a certain political 
intrigue, inimical to the winged lion, working between the 
Pope and the Lord Vincenzio, substantiated his case by 
proof; and sent the packet to the Doge, through the ever- 
yawning lion's mouth. What was the consequence? This 
stupid merchant was found strangled next night on the 
sands of the Lido ; and on Vincenzio, in return for the 
calumny, was conferred the office of Ambassador to France. 
So much for luck and money. 

This run of fortune continued many years, and Vincen- 
zio was elected of the Council of Ten. At a subsequent 
period of life, he was proffered the office of Doge, but 
never having fancied matrimony, declined espousing the 
state herself, however fond he might be of her daughters. 
It was thought odd, that Vincenzio still cultivated chess 
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so earnestly. Every quarter of the world was ransacked, 
in turn, to procure players worthy of contending with him. 
One particular gallery in his grand palazzo was fitted up 
expressly as the " Hall of Chess and here playing upon 
a hundred tables of marble, might be seen the first chess 
players congregated in friendly warfare. Ail who could 
play well, were welcome ; but none could beat Vincenzio; 
and none had ever played for so heavy a stake. The skill 
of our Venetian surpassed imagination. Openings and 
Mates, to us unknown, were to him familiar. O that we 
were in possession of the manuscripts he wrote about chess; 
what a fund of treasure would they furnish for the student 
Vigilant in study, and endowed with a rare and docile 
patience, he appeared to have exhausted the science of 
chess ; and the wonder was, it did not pall upon his appe- 
tite. The world dreamed not of his motives for such strict 
and constant training. The time of his encounter with 
Azaroth was again at hand. 

" All that art could do, I tried before," sighed Vincen- 
zio, one summer's night, as he skimmed the blue waves in 
his gondola. " Human skill may not avail against that 
which is superhuman," — and he sighed again. Were those 
sighs for repentance ? No ; he breathed them but in re- 
gret. Under the same circumstances, he would have 
ratified the same compact over again. Let us not be too 
confident in our own strength. "Without the holy help of 
the saints, you, yourself, Madame, might perhaps have fal- 
len under similar temptation. The greatest have been 
entrapt in slighter snares. 

" Azaroth has certainly behaved with honour ; all my 
wishes are anticipated, with just sufficient difficulties to 
make the task of victory a pleasure. What could be his 
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motive for the bargain ? At the rate I live, I was, and 
am his own, without it. Inscrutable mystery ! Suppose I 
leave the country — would he follow me ? O yes ; too late 
for thought of flight, the bond once ratified. His omni- 
potence has been proved to me ; and I must once more 
clothe my features for the meeting, with the courage of 
despair." 

" I call on you to-morrow," whispered a soft voice in his 
ear, and the tones went like hot iron through the frame. 
Vincenzio started as if galvanized, but he was alone in his 
gondola, and nought besides was visible on those blue 
waters. 

And morning came, and with that morn came Azaroth. 
Twenty years had not changed his countenance, nor added 
a single wrinkle to his brow. The same withering frown 
hung over the same malicious smile. The senator Vin- 
cenzio was forty years of age ; his figure was now full, 
and his raven locks were slightly sprinkled, as it were, with 
snow. And oh ! the depth — the unfathomable depth— 
the unquenchable spirit of the wicked. Vincenzio faced 
the demon with a brow as haughty as his own, and scorned 
to own his inferiority. In the absence of the moment, 
he grasped the hand of Azaroth, and was surprised to find 
it feel as flesh and blood ; but his own hand afterwards 
looked for a time, as though he had pressed live embers. 

" I should like to see your Hall of Chess," said Azaroth, 
u we will play there, if you object not to so public a per- 
formance." Vincenzio courteously bowed, and in silence 
led the way. " It shall never be said " thought he, " that 
demon or angel could outbrave the potent lord Vincenzio. 
No ; I yield not this advantage, though the grave yawn 
beneath my feet." 
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Numerous gazers came around them as they entered the 
gallery; and when they seated themselves to play, the 
chief chess players of the company left their games, allured 
they knew not why, to look on this. The crowd felt that 
Vincenzio had met with his match ; and with that brotherly 
love for their friends and countrymen, which all good chess 
players entertain, were delighted in their hearts, at the 
most distant prospect of seeing their superior conquered. 
They could not, however, have accounted for the impulse 
which forced them so irresistibly from their seats. 
. " Can any of these idlers play ?" said Azaroth, sneeringly. 

" Peace, I entreat you," replied Vincenzio, who feared 
anything which might lead to a scene. In how many cases, 
alas ! do we see that the fear of being found out, is com- 
paratively greater than the fear of crime. 

u Take the first move, my lord," said Azaroth. 

" No ; we play the strict game. Draw lots." 

This was done, and the struggle commenced. The spec- 
tators drew nearer, and there were not wanting some who 
offered bets on Vincenzio's giving mate in twenty moves ; 
for it was observed, with wonder, that he yielded no odds 
in advantage. But there was a certain something about 
Azaroth, which prevented similar wagers from being 
accepted ; much as some of the bystanders wished to flatter 
their patron, by this oft-seen species of pocket adulation. 
As the game went on, a solemn awe crept imperceptibly 
over the minds of all present. Every eye was riveted on 
Azaroth, as the bird is fascinated before the blighting 
glance of the rattle-snake. All felt uncomfortable, and 
wished the stranger at the antipodes, though none durst say 
so. Meanwhile, the Guadagnaro talked and smiled in bra- 
vado ; while Azaroth chatted for ten, and laughed for twenty. 
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" Curse the impudence of the fellow," whispered the 
young Alonzo di Ortegano, to his brother in arms, Lucen- 
tio di Razzoli ; " I should like to pitch him into the canal 
yonder. Who is he ? " 

M The devil !" I think, was the quick reply. 

"Ha! ha! ho! ho!" screamed Azaroth, grinning like 

an Arabian goule ! 

* * • • * 

And so went the game for many moves. Vincenzio 
played his best, but felt assured, that play as he might, he 
must eventually lose. The chess of Azaroth was wonder- 
ful ; he never made an error when it was important to be 
correct. His combinations, instead of taking in half a 
dozen moves, involved twenty or thirty. Vincenzio after- 
wards was of opinion, that Azaroth could have given the 
odds of a piece, to any man who ever lived. The despair 
of Vincenzio was proportionate ; but his courage rose with 
the emergency. He was fighting for his life, both here 
and elsewhere. He set his back against the wall, and 
battled like himself. 

More and more moves were played, and the posture of 
affairs waxed on both sides critical, as the situation became 
entangled. It struck Vincenzio with a feeling of melan- 
choly this time, to see that, judging as mortals judge, from 
outward appearance, his game was decidedly stronger than 
that of Azaroth. I say he was grieved, for he knew he 
was the mock of the fiend. Vincenzio felt like the poor 
mouse, permitted by the ruthless cat almost to gain its 
hole, to be suddenly torn back from health and safety. 
Azaroth had lost in numerical force, and having the white 
pieces, had to play in the annexed situation. 
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" My new gondola against five hundred zecchins of gold, 
that the ' padrone* beats his man," whispered the youth 
Alonzo to his friend. 

" I wager not. It looks well, but White has some 
checks, both with Queen and Bishop." 

" Out upon his checks,** cried Alonzo, u the King, when 
checked, will retire behind his Pawns, and there laugh his 
impotent adversary to scorn." 

"Ho! ho! ho!** interrupted Azaroth, with a mouth 
like that of Vathek*s Afrit. "Depend on it,'* resumed 
Alonzo, " Vincenzio has force enough to eat him. What 
the thick-headed ass has been about, to lose his pieces so 
in succession, I can't imagine. Have you observed how he 
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has played lately ? I verily think that for the last half- 
dozen moves, he has put something ' en prise* every time : 
and, moreover, has thrust his men so offensively forward, 
that Vincenzio has been compelled to see their defenceless 
state, and to capture them also. Oh ! of a certainty, this 
intruder's a mere swaggerer. The next time he plays 
with our prince of the chess kingdom, the peerless Vin- 
cenzio, let the oaf take the Rook." Azaroth at a glance 
took in the group, and his loud laugh again struck on the 
ear of his opponent, like the knell of death. 

" I shall mate you, my dear Vincenzio, — if you play 
well, — in seven moves 1" And sure enough he did so. 

O this Azaroth ! what a fine practitioner he must have 
been ! I should never have discovered the " coup." Do 
you think, lady, you should ? Do you see the forced mate 
in seven moves ? 

The spectators were inconceivably aghast ! They won- 
dered Vincenzio did not propose a second game, and cla- 
morously intreated the stranger, whom they now felt 
almost inclined to worship, to come again on the morrow: 
Vincenzio did not join in the invitation; he knew his 
conqueror would return quite soon enough: Azaroth 
bowed, and with a grace that would have done honour to 
Talma, or Taglioni, left the halL Alonzo followed him 
to see which way he went; determined, if possible, to 
make his acquaintance. But when the youth reached the 
great water stairs of the palazzo, Azaroth was no longer 
in sight. He certainly must have worn seven-leagued boots ! 

The friends of the Guadagnaro gathered round, to con- 
dole on the unwonted circumstances of his defeat. Strange 
to say, Vincenzio seemed to care very little about the 
matter ; at least, such was the face he chose to put upon 



Digitized by Google 



316 



VINCENZIO THE VENETIAN. 



bis thoughts ; and, indeed, insomuch as certainty of anj 
kind is better at all times than uncertainty, he felt glad it 
was over. I say, it seemed to Vincenzio's throbbing brain, 
that when Azaroth relieved him of his presence, sun and 
stars smiled upon him, and the deadly gates of darkness 
closed for a time. 

Next day, Vincenzio di Guadagnaro caused his servants 
to build a mighty pile of fuel, on which he deposited chess 
men, chess boards, chess books, and manuscripts, whether 
of parchment or papyrus ; the bad and the good, the 
clever and the worthless. Chess pieces, framed of pearls 
and emeralds from Persia, others studded with the most 
costly gems of the east. Many precious relics were there, 
which, if now preserved, would be worth a king's ransom. 
All, I know, were heaped by the vexed Venetian into a 
mighty pile, more fragrant to the followers of our mystic art, 
than that of Sardanapalus. The pile, complete, was fired by 
the hand of Vincenzio, and thus consumed to dust impal- 
pable. The Hall of Chess was abandoned and dismantled. 
The professors and lovers of the " chess" were dispersed with 
munificent presents, and sought their own homes sorrowing. 

Shortly after, Vincenzio made a high and solemn ban- 
quet, to which were bidden all the chief men of Venice. 
Then and there, in a short speech, replete with expressions 
of the most intense urbanity, did he declare to them 
solemnly, that if henceforward, any living being whatsoever, 
of any rank or station, should ask him, the Lord Vincenzio, 
to play a game of chess, he should reluctantly feel bound 
to consider it as tantamount to a mortal affront, to be ex- 
piated only in death; and he should expect that every 
such cartel be instantly made good on the spot ; with sharp 
sword, lance, and dagger. 
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And his friends, hereupon, knowing Vincenzio to be a 
man very likely to keep his word upon the occasion, acted 
prudently, and played chess thenceforth without him. 

I really find myself, throughout, giving the very words 
in which this tale was narrated to me, by that worthy 
monk, Fra Scipione, of the Augustine order, at Venice. 



SECTION IV. 

O Time ! time ! time ! Once more I cry " out upon 

thy speed!" Generations pass away, centuries revolve; 

but years, and thousands 'of years, are but as moments to 

thee, O time ! Like the bubble on the river, is the life of 

man, and even while he thinks he lives, he dies. When we 

look forward in anticipation, thirty or forty years seem a 

little eternity; when we retrace their recollections in our 

mind, they are but as an hour. That, which gazed on 

from the distance, was a mountain of Alpine height, is 

changed, on retrospection, to the merest molehill. Happy 

the man, who, on thus glancing back, can say, " no matter, 

I have expended the past years in works of mercy and 

charity ; they will not, therefore, be thought to have been 

utterly wasted hereafter." I do not think Vincenzio could 

have said this conscientiously. Do you, fair reader ? 
* * ♦ * * 

Yes, the hour is almost come, when, for the last time 
Vincenzio and Azaroth must fight in chess. When the 
Venetian must stake down that drop, the most precious in 
the cup of life — the last hope. O help him, holy saints and 
virgins, when he has to enter the lists with so mighty, an 
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adversary, to combat under odds so fearful. Should he lose 
the last game, nothing remains. He must pass the re- 
mainder of his promised century of little years, grovelling 
on earth, " weeping and gnashing'* his teeth, like a doomed 
criminal under sentence of death. Yes; since the last 
coming of Azaroth, nine years and nine months have 
already rolled away; let us see how it has gone the while 
with our Vincenzio. " I almost begin to pity him," whis- 
pers the gentle voice of merciful woman. 

In the outward man, but little change is perceptible, 
beyond the silvery hue assumed by his curling locks, and 
the myriads of deep small lines indented on his forehead. 
Vincenzio's muscular force is not less developed ; but, on 
the contrary, the Antinous has almost become a Hercules. 
The brow of our Italian is the index of a mind replete with 
knowledge of the deepest mysteries within our mortal com- 
prehension. Vincenzio bears the outward imprint of a 
soul within, able almost to grasp the live lightning as it 
flashes, and mould it to his will. Talent and virtue, you 
would have said, must be entwined in that man, in ever- 
lasting union. To me, who know him better, he seems 
like a fallen angel, but the thunderbolt has failed to sear 
the crest it struck. Is all within as it should be ? Who 
can say ? His thoughts are impenetrably hidden, and the 
chequered line is still twined, snake like, round his throat. 

Upwards and upwards has Vincenzio never ceased to 
climb the ladder of rank and fame. Him do men cite, 
when they wish to point out to their children a model of 
the rarest worth. The name of the Lord di Guadagnaro 
is coupled in teachers' mouths with the names of the just — 
with Pericles or Aristides. Clad in the robes of judgment 
and enthroned on one of its proudest seats in Venice, he 
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shines, earth's emblem of the Almighty. The ducal coro- 
net is on his head — a much more comfortable ornament 
than his necklace. 

After the last dire visitation, the first revulsion of feel- 
ing was dreadful. Vincenzio went forth in the depths of 
night, and crawled on the earth like a worm. He rolled 
himself amid the tombs, and said, " O that I could be as 
these dry bones." He sailed upon the Adriatic, and cursed 
his good ship for floating, though he knew that had he 
plunged bodily into the deep, he could never gain oblivion. 
The elements had no power over Vincenzio the doomed ! 
Deep, deep, had the arrow entered into his heart — the 
heavy iron of rage and agony. Under its burden, he 
withered like a green leaf in fire ; and the gay, the majestic 
presence of Vincenzio, was fearful even as the form of the 
gaunt vampire of the night; terribly, and unutterably, 
and fearfully accursed. 

A change came over Vincenzio, and his feelings sub- 
sided, curiously enough, into stern and indifferent stoicism. 
Prometheus like, he felt that the foul bird was gnawing Lis 
liver ; but he folded his arms, and bade him welcome to 
the banquet. His form was once more portly, his front 
serene. His heart hardened like steel in the furnace. It 
seemed as though he had striven with his enemy, and come 
forth a victor from the struggle. Like the glittering May 
fly, he basked in the sun, and awaited the arrival of the 
foe with bitter indifference. O he was a precious speci- 
men of the stuff out of which made. 

• * * * • 

It was on the eve of St. Januario, and hundreds of gon- 
dolas were skimming over the water. Nobles and peasants 
in picturesque costume, mingled in the throng. The sky 
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was 'clear, and deeply blue ; the wavelets still, and the 
balmy air breathed perfect harmony and love. Among the 
throng, parading the place of St. Mark, was Vincenzio, 
the gazed on of all beholders. He was magnificently 
attired, but his spirit was sad on that fair eve. 

The crowd thickened, and like the waves of the sea, 
were tossed about in almost tumult. An aged monk, in 
striving to extricate himself from the pressure, would have 
been borne to earth, but for Vincenzio's saving arm, 
which restrained the multitude, and supported the foot- 
steps of tottering age to a remote piazza. 

" Blessed be thou, my son," uttered the poor old man, 
in a feeble tone. The words went, somehow, home to 
Vincenzio's heart. He started ! 

" O mockery,'* muttered he, " can I be blessed, — never." 
Then, checking the full gush of feeling, which, under an 
almost irresistible impression, was about to pour forth 
from his lips, he answered, " Thanks, father; the blessings 
of the good are as water to the drooping plant." 

" Thou sayest well," said the monk, who was evidently 
a stranger to Venice. " The prayers and blessings of the 
righteous man avail much. Religion can draw that barbed 
weapon from the bosom, which has mocked the art of infe- 
rior mediciners." 

" What meanest thou ? Dost know me, monk ?" 

" I know thee not, kind sir. For fifty years I have 
wandered among Saracens, seeking to save souls. Many 
strange sights have I seen, many sore trials have I encoun- 
tered." 

"Didst ever encounter Satan in person, good father? 
Ha! ha! ha!" 

" Jest not on such a subject. The fiend has not been 
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backward to oppose my calling ; but I have smitten him 
in all his forms, and will smite him again. Many times 
has he fled before me bodily \ n And the monk uttered a 
short prayer, and crossed himself, with his eyes upturned 
to Heaven ; while his long silvery locks streamed in the 
wind. He was the prototype of Abraham, as painted by 
Raffaelle. A sudden thought struck Vincenzio, as he gazed 
on the patriarchal form before him. He took the arm of 
the monk, and led him to the palace. They entered by a 
private stair, and in Vincenzio's study did he pour forth 
his whole sad story to the listening priest. 

• • • • • 

Vincenzio clasped the monk to his bosom, and shouted, 
fearfully and loudly, " I am saved !" 

And here I would fain couceal one trifling circumstance 
in my narration. That monk was never seen on earth 
again. Whether he fell among thieves, and was slain for 
the sake of the treasure with which Vincenzio doubtless 
loaded him, or whether he died lest Vincenzio's secret 
should be jeopardized by being in his keeping, can never 
now be known. No man ever saw him leave the Guadag- 
naro palace, but then he might have passed from thence at 
night. And even if he were really disposed of by Vincenzio, 
the act becomes a deed of virtue, on being properly con- 
sidered. For, of course, Vincenzio could only be jealous 
of his reputation, for the sake of Venice, on whose golden 
roll his name was emblazoned. And if Vincenzio chose 
to take this sin upon his soul, for the sake of the welfare 
of the state, was not his conduct rather praiseworthy than 
otherwise ? If that was not virtue, I should like to know 
what you would call it ? There might be certainly one 
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man less in the world, but the earth is very large, and could 
do without htm. 

Joy ! joy ! joy ! Vincenzio is saved. How, as yet, you 
know not, but / know, and I say he is saved. His soul is 
relieved from its cruel burden, and all is joy and happi- 
ness. Secure in the secret of the monk, 'tis thus Vincenzio 
now soliloquizes: — 

" There wanted but this, to fill up the measure ; to 
cheat the fiend ! and this is granted me. He has read me 
a hard lesson, I'll teach him one in return. His day on 
earth is past, let him go back to his darksome caves. 
Capital joke ! I too can laugh now — and heartily. Vin- 
cenzio laughs at Azaroth." 

It is matter of regret that I am forced to hurry over 
many interesting points of the narrative, as originally told 
me. Let these be supplied and imagined as they may. I 
pass on to the denouement. 

At the time appointed, Azaroth came, and felt great 
surprise at the courteous reception afforded by his enter- 
tainer. Far from quailing before the infernal one, Vin- 
cenzio stood erect in his presence, — bade him heartily 
welcome — and told him the time had seemed long since 
they met last. 

"Oh!" replied Azaroth, "the day will soon come, 
when we shall be more together." 

Vincenzio produced the chess-board and men (prepared 
for the occasion), and readily arranged them in battle array. 
Azaroth was surprised at his coolness. 

" One thing, man, I shall ever say for thee, that for con- 
stancy of purpose, boldness of bearing, and calm resolve, I 
never saw thy fellow. Patiently have I waited, and much 
trouble have thy caprices cost me, but I cannot begrudge 
it in thy cause." 
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" You flatter, Azaroth ! By the by, you really look 
younger and handsomer yourself, every time I see you. 
Move first if you like." Each player pushed his King's 
Pawn two squares, and to it, in earnest, they went. 

"We meet so rarely," said Vincenzio, " I should like 
to take this opportunity of getting a little information- 
check to your King — respecting a few mysteries, of which 
I fain would know something. Science has been ever my 
idol, as you doubtless know, from your power of reading 
man's thoughts." 

" Of your thoughts, Vincenzio, I am precluded from 
knowing as much as I could, were we on any other terms. 
When any little arrangement, similar to ours, has been 
entered upon, between me and one of you mortals, that 
very compact screens you, for the time, from all such 
powers as I still exercise, over such as are now indepen- 
dent of my sway." 

" O, you mean to say — par exemple — that you have no 
power then, however vexed, to do me bodily harm." 
" My dear fellow ! how can you ask such a question ?" 
" Oh ! because I intend giving you checkmate presently," 
cried the Guadagnaro, laughingly, " and I should wish to 
know beforehand whether I dare do so with impunity. 
That's all. I am a man of peace, but little given to quarrel- 
ling, and shouldn't therefore like the chess-board knocked 
about my head, if you should fall in a passion, my friend!" 

"Don't mention such absurdities. Ridiculous! The 
bargain's a bargain ; and I can no more annul it, than you 
can. Let the game go as it may, you will live out your 
promised number of years, and none of your enjoyments 
can be curtailed in any way. Checkmate me ! A good 
joke! Ho! ho! ho!" 

m 2 
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u He laughs best, who laughs last, as they say in Eng- 
land," responded Vincenzio, with a slight sneer. • 

The fact is, he began to hold the poor devil in contempt, 
for having suffered himself to be gulled. And I assure 
you, upon my word, Vincenzio was even beginning to me- 
ditate upon the propriety of presently kicking his friend 

down stairs ! 

***** 

My pen is sketching a grave fact, and teaching a great 
moral lesson, but must not spin it out to a novel. Were 
I a Victor Hugo, or a Dumas, — why, perhaps, I might 
not let you off so easily. Vincenzio was, I declare, 
tremendous. He was splendid ! He had hooked his fish, 
gave him lots of line, and played him to perfection. Let 
me tell you, there are few men who could have found 
nerve to steer so close to the rocks. The game went on, 
as the other games had proceeded, and the Venetian felt 
quite amused at observing how little chance the deepest 
schemes of man would avail in Chess, against the cunning 
of Monsieur Diabolus. " It serves him right," thought 
Vincenzio, " for playing even with me originally. Had 
he given me the Rook, as I see he could have done, I should 
have scorned taking this shabby advantage. Upon my 
soul ! it wouldn't be bad, afterwards, to propose playing 
at the odds of the Rook, for the gain of another hundred 
years ! He said something to me once about double or 
quits. It were but fair to give him the chance. But 
perhaps I had better let well alone." 

Vincenzio glanced his eye towards a time- piece, which 
stood on an adjoining tripod, — " We must play quicker," 
said he," for I dine out to-day ; and shall hardly have time 
to dress," 
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" 0, bravest of Venetians ! you shall dine with me some 
day. Say, is there aught else I can do for thee, ere I leave ? 
To my very heart do I admire thee ! " 

" Why, since you 're so polite, there is a trifling matter 
you could do, if you would. Take away this cursed black 
and white line, you have stamped around my neck." 

"O, certainly, with all my heart. It is gone even while 
I speak. The shepherd knows his sheep without mark- 
ing, after the first time of handling them. — It is your 
move. If you take my Queen, you will be Matsd, my 
dear Vincenzio, in fifty-seven moves." 

" Very true; but I shall not take the Queen." Vin- 
cenzio made this move, and many other moves, warily, 
watching that he did not commit himself, and carry the 
joke too far. 

" You have not played so much chess lately as hereto- 
fore," resumed Azaroth. " What is the reason of that ?" 

" I got tired of it. We get tired of every thing in this 
world, by turns. Do you know, Azaroth, Tin almost 
tired of you !" 

" Ho ! ho !" sneered the fiend ! 

" Yes ; I gave up chess. I was vexed at finding I could 
not beat you. I am now older, and think differently. I 
can thrash you, and at your own weapons." 

" Admirable ! — And how does the world use you ?" 

" Oh ! tolerably. The men are, entre nous, for the most 
part, rogues ; shabby, miserable, sneaking, wretches !" 

" You may say that," quoth Azaroth; " some of them 
are so truly contemptible, I give them up. They're not 
worth trapping." 

" But when you catch a prey worth the trouble — " 

" Why then it's pleasant," answered Azaroth. 
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" Hum," thought Vincenzio to himself, " I wish you may 
find it so I" 

And now I must again call in the assistance of a crayon, 
to pourtray the situation of the Chess-men, while this con- 
versation passed. They stood as follows, and Azaroth, hav- 
ing as usual the White pieces, had to move. 




You see, Vincenzio had the advantage of a clear Rook ; 
but position they say, is more than numbers, in Chess. 

Well, in this very position, Azaroth suddenly exclaimed, 
M It's all over. I am about to mate you in four moves." 

And the fiend accordingly played the first of these four 
moves. 
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Vincenzio calmly examined the situation, and saw, in- 
deed, that mate was inevitable in the number of moves 
specified. At the same time he could not but admire that 
superb talent for chess, which, by a series of magnificently 
forced moves, had thus involved him. The Venetian's 
heart beat high, and he turned pale with excitement. The 
sensation was delicious. Revenge never filled a sweeter 
cup. He glanced over the board, and remained still. 

" You see I'm right. Play on." 

" Are you in a hurry, my good friend ?" asked Vin- 
cenzio. 

" O ! by no manner of means. But it does not matter 
how you take your next move. Come, play.'* 

Said Vincenzio, in reply, — (now mark !) 

99 My very obliging friend, and particularly kind patron ! 
Man or devil, be you what you may, moderate your im- 
patience, or you '11 certainly fall ill ! Listen to me— a poor, 
humble, mortal. I believe we play according to the strict 
rules of Chess. Now by those laws, my right of full time 
to examine the move is quite conceded. — Pray, don't fidget 
about in your chair so much ; you shall speak when I 've 
done. — My next move is rather difficult, that *s all. You 
talk about giving me Mate. You may do so, if you can. 
When we played before, I lost, through being seduced 
into moving too quick — a common error with young players. 
Into this error I shall not fall again. The position requires 
immense consideration. I shall look till I find the correct 
move by which I can frustrate your coup. Till then I 
shall not play. I intend to dwell on my next move, per- 
haps twenty or thirty years : so if you will now retire, and 
do me the favour to visit me again, at the expiration of 
about that period, I may then probably have the pleasure 
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of answering your last move. Or, if you prefer finishing 
the game by correspondence, I '11 send my move, when I 've 
made up my mind, per post, if you leave your address. 
Meanwhile, I wish you every imaginable happiness. Excuse 
my rising. 1 dine out, and cannot offer to take you with 
me, for you look so cross, you 'd really sour the wine l n 

While Yincenzio finished this long, and somewhat flip- 
pant, tirade, he rose from his seat, and smilingly bowed 
to his diabolical visitor; waving his hand at the same time 
towards the door. 

The fiend could not articulate a single word. He was 
struck dumb with the man's impudence. At length Aza- 
roth stammered out — 

" Scoundrel and villain ! are you in earnest ? What do 

you mean ? — Play directly, or " 

"Ha! ha! ha!" laughed Vincenzio. " In earnest do 
you ask ? Remember my adage, he laughs longest who 
laughs last. Don't call names ; you have owned you 've 
no power over me. I confess myself under great obliga- 
tions to you, and if it ever lies in my way, shall be too 
happy to repay them in kind. Meanwhile, demon !" (and 
Vincenzio drew himself up to his full proud height) — " liar! 
and father of lies ! know that thou art scorned, and con- 
quered at thy own weapons, by a man ! I spit at thee, 
and defy thee !" 

Azaroth turned black in the face with rage. — " Monster 
of ingratitude !" foamed he. 

"I am a man ! " was Vincenzio's reply. 
Pen cannot write the description of the scene that fol- 
lowed. Azaroth forgot his breeding, and scolded like a 
fish-woman. At length he took himself off in a thunder-blast, 
which shook Venice to the depths of its watery foundations. 
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u After all !" sighed Vincenzio, " I have really not be- 
haved well to him !" 

• * * * * 

Vincenzio never saw Azaroth again. Our noble Vene-. 
tian passed on to extreme old age, enjoying to the last all 
the finest qualities of youth, together with the varied en- 
dowments gained by his unearthly compact. He returned 
to the practice of Chess, and was fonder of it than ever. 
This is not to be wondered at. Had it not been his sa- 
viour and protector? Chess afforded him the chiefest 
solace in age, when his iron frame began to yield to time, 
and in him did Chess-players again hail their master and 
their patron. And when he knew and felt, that his last 
days were at hand, — when his appetites were palled — his 
senses dimmed — and his limbs palsied; — then, I say, 
being ninety and nine years of age, and sinking into death, 
he received the consolations of the church— was anointed 
with the holy oil of unction— and expired, as his confessor 
thus beautifully expressed it, in his funeral sermon: — "in 
the assured hope of sharing endless felicity, with persons 

of similar rank and respectability." 

* • * • # 

And now that I have finished this little story, which I 
have scribbled, my fair friend, merely because you told me 
it was impossible to twist Chess into a romance, if you ask 
me to point out the moral of it, I reply thus :— It is a 
Chess-story, and it is, therefore, rather relative to the 
morals of Chess, than to the morals of you or me, that 
its tendency ought to be applicable. And the Chess moral 
hereby enforced is this : — " Take proper time for the con- 
sideration of your moves." 

And if you are not satisfied with this moral, Madam, I 
must beg of you to find a better. 
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u We passed away, like flames that had shone for a season. Our 
departure was in renown. Though the plains of our battles are dark 
and silent, our fame is in the four grey stones.* 1 — Ossian. 

There is a fashion in literature, as in every thing else ; 
and personal memoirs decidedly constitute the ruling passion 
of the nineteenthcentury. Man is more and more craving of 
scandal, and rabid of auto-biography. He writes his life, or 
leaves it to be vamped by his executors ; with a sum of money, 
specially assigned by last will and testament to defray the 
printer's charges. The buffoon who has strutted out his 
brief part, on the stages of St. Stephen or Covent Gar- 
den, — the coxcomb, with or without a handle or tail to 
his name, who has basked away the best half of his ephe- 
meral existence in the sun of Cheltenham and Belgrave 
Square, — all pant to print down their doings for the benefit 
of posterity. The sayings — and sighings — and flutterings, 
and fussings of a few-score years of — nil — are recorded 
with the dignity of Sully, and the exactitude of Boswell* 

i 
i 
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We are told how the hero of Duck Lane, or Exeter Hall — 
Ramberlumlong, or the Sandwich Islands — fought, shouted, 
and sang, dressed, dined, and drank; what Uncle Peter 
said when President of the Locomotive Auxiliary Tea- 
pot Temperance Association ; how sister Ann mixed the 
Christmas pudding, and judiciously blended the spices for 
the gravy. Now, in a Goethe or a Mirabeau, all this were 
highly pleasant and desirable, but Oh ! for the small things 
to be told off, like tailors, by nines, whose memoirs would 
absolutely smother us, were it not for our allies, the bacon- 
seller and the trunk-maker ! Yes ; posthumous fame, ab- 
stractedly speaking, is a very pretty sort of fame, provided 
it savour not too strongly of bathos. We laugh at its 
abuse only. In itself, it constitutes one of those creeds 
which form the salt of the earth. We throw forth this sage 
paragraph, to prelude a chapter of early Chess biography, 
interesting to all lovers of this our bewitching recreation. 

We need not say, that, personally, we are Chess enthu- 
siasts. That fact has been long known to our gentle Chess- 
playing public. We love Chess, and all that belongs to it, 
in the way of retrospect and association ; and we are proud 
to think that our own humble pen has so materially assisted its 
march during the last ten years. Our theme to-day is a 
sketch of two bygone Chess artists, — enthusiasts, and even 
to be called poets ; for every science hath its poesy, its 
ardent devotees, the untiring pioneers of their art. Ridi- 
culous, per se, as the mere moneymucks may deem them, 
yet are such men worthy of the respect of the philosopher. 
Reduce life to a grave, cold, one idea'd reality, — shear it of 
its azure hope, its faith in the true, its trustings in the im- 
perishable, its yearnings for the immortal, — and we hold, 
that earth would become one vast lead-coloured series 
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of counting-houses and cotton mills; connected by gin-shops, 
little Bethels, union poor houses, potato grounds, and gaols. 

We repeat, that every art has its poetry, and that its 
innermost soul is enthusiasm. Napoleon was the poet of 
war ; the enthusiast in the science of humbling the mighty. 
Where find we more sublime lyrics than his bulletins ? — 
their every word searching the pulses like the battle-drum. 
And, so pigmy is poor man, why should the searching eye 
of philosophy recognise war as a greater formula than 
Chess? — the one containing equally the fierce spirit of 
destruction as the other, without its crimson hue. A vast 
deal of nonsense is talked about " the higher sciences." 
Clear your minds, our friends, of cant. Call up the Jins, 
and the Peris, the Afrits, and the Dives, and demand 
whether, to the perception of their advanced and celestial 
intelligences, all earthly pursuits are not equally vanity and 
vexation of spirit? — whether they place the conqueror of 
cities above the maker of mud-pies — the sage who poketh 
out his sight star-gazing, before Mr. Twiddle performing 
on his German flute ? Away with the delusion ! Chess, 
like the olive, hath not the poison of the laurel leaf. The 
wheat and the vine feed man's body; Chess finds recreation 
for his spirit. Indulgence, then, be granted to Chess 
enthusiasm* 

11 Great men were living before A gam m emu on," and 
great Chess Players were in the flesh anterior to Philidor. 
Of such, there exists so little printed memoir, it is matter 
of increased marvel that all there is, has not been earlier set 
forth for the benefit of these latter times. Chess players, 
generally speaking, are of quiet habits ; caring less for 
notoriety than most other classes of men. The Chess- 
board is their world, and they look but little beyond its sixty- 



Digitized by Google 



LUSTRE OF CHESS. 333 

four squares ; likening them, it may be, to so many different 
countries. Respecting Ponziani, Lolli, Greco, Del Rio, and 
many more of the Chess elite, we know absolutely nothing be- 
yond the fact that they shone as stars of the first magnitude in 
their galaxy. In general, when we contemplate in review 
the long series of ancient Chess names, immortalized 
by their talent and acquirements, we must, indeed, content 
ourselves, perforce, with quaint Burton's pertinent reflec- 
tion, — "Looke how nightingales sang of old, cockes 
crowed, kine lowed, sheepe bleated, sparrows chirped, 
dogges barked, so they doe still. We keep our madness 
still, play the fooles still ; we are of the same humours and 
inclinations as our predecessors were ; you shall find us all 
alike, much as one, wee and our sonnes, and soe shall 
we continue to the last." Solomon B^n David expresses 
the same sentiment, and teaches us that as it was in the 
beginning, so it is now and ever shall be, and that there is 
verily no new thing under the sun. 

The fragment of Chess history we are about to translate 
for the first time from its original Italian garb, may be 
likened by the really warm hearted in the cause, to a pearl 
of price left unnoticed for above two centuries in its under- 
wave cavern. 1 1 treats of the two celebrated Chess Players, 
Leonardo and Paolo Boi, so renowned in their day as to have 
won the names of The Light and Lustre of C iess. 
The biographer of thase paladins is Dr. Salvio, who id 
rare treatise was printed at Naples i.i 1604-. Aided by a 
subsequent author, Carrera, we now present a narrative, 
offering features of a peculiar interest, both to the Chess 
amateur, and general antiquarian. Why should the souls 
of the heroes always dwell in darkness ? — " Let them ride 
around us in clouds ; let them shew their features in war." 
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Of Dr. Salvio himself, and Italian players of rather a later 
date, we may take another opportunity to speak. Let the 
Neapolitan's own voice now be heard : — 

Daring the pontificate of Gregory XIII., of pious and blessed 
memory, there was dwelling in Rome a young man, by name Leonardo 
de Cutri. He was short in stature, of mild and pleasant manners, and 
from this was known as II Puttino (** the little lad"). Leonardo had 
been sent by his parents to the City of the Pope, to study the law ; 
but took up a preference for Chess, in which his progress was so rapid, 
that notwithstanding his extreme youth, he speedily acquired a degree 
of force which enabled him to conquer every player in Rome. 

Now the first Chess Professor of this time in Europe, was Ray 
Lopez, surnamed the learned clerk of Zafra ; who being in high favour 
at the court of Philip II., of Spain, had been recently endowed by that 
monarch with a benefice, and had been consequently forced by custom 
to come and tarry some short time in Rome, that his nomination might 
receive the sanction of the holy Pope. During this space, Ruy Lopez 
could not resist the desire to shew his skill, and sought out the resort 
of the first Chess-players ; playing with them day by day, and win- 
ning of them all, until they confessed their joint inferiority to the then 
absent Leonardo. At this, Ruy Lopez challenged the Puttino to the 
field, and they played many beautiful games upon even terms ; but at 
length the wily skill of the youth gave altogether way before the ex- 
perience of the veteran, and our brave Leonardo was defeated to his 
great disgust ; while to his failure was added much scorn on the part 
of his adversary. The Puttino hoped next day to take his revenge, 
but was again defeated with renewed expressions of pride and scorn ; 
and was so mortified, that he suddenly left Rome for Naples. 

During the next two years Leonardo remained in Naples, constantly 
employed in the study and practice of Chess ; and, finally, — attaining 
so high a degree of perfection as to be certain of now being able to 
conquer his ancient enemy, Ruy Lopez, — resolved to seek out the 
latter, be he where he might. Meanwhile, Ruy Lopez, having suc- 
ceeded in getting his grant of the benefice confirmed, had left Rome 
for Madrid ; whither II Puttino prepared to journey, first resolving to 
visit Cutri, his birth-place ; and with this view prevailing upon Don 
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Fabrizio, the Prince of Gesualdo, a Chess-player of great skill and re- 
nown, to fill his place, during absence, in the famous Neapolitan Chess 
Academy (or Club). 

Now it chanced that the famed Chess-player, Paolo Boi, termed 
from the place of his birth, II Siracusano, being himself as yet a yonng 
man, and fired with generous ardour at hearing everywhere of the 
Puttino's fame, had left his country at this time to measure his own 
force with him ; and arrived in Naples resolved to see which was the 
superior in skill. Boi obtained next day an introduction to the Prince 
Gesualdo, in whose house he found several games at Chess going on. 
He concealed his name, and sat down to watch the progress of one of 
these parties played by Leonardo and the Prince himself, without 
Paolo's knowing the Puttino was really present. The game appeared 
to be won by Leonardo, but Gesualdo, who had the move, might have 
drawn it by a deeply hidden stroke of play, which Leonardo perceived, 
but doubted its discovery by his adversary. In reality the correct 
move was overlooked by the Prince, who lost the game. The Puttino 
then told him there had existed one sole means of drawing it, but that 
the move was so darkly difficult, it could only be explored by quite a 
first-rate player. Now our brave Paolo had seen this move, and there- 
upon remarked, that with the gracious permission of the Prince, he 
would undertake to draw the situation in question. This consent 
being willingly accorded, the position was replaced, Leonardo feeling 
assured of victory, not believing it possible the stranger could have 
found out this stroke of skill ; but at the first move Paolo clearly con- 
vinced him that he had seen all. The Puttino then said aloud, " Leo- 
nardo, methinks thy foe is correct, but let us watch whether the end 
correspond with the beginning." Well pleased was he of Syracuse 
thus to discover he was in the presence of his rival, and replied aloud; 
" I were not II Siracusano, had I not perceived this thing,and glad am 
I to have discovered the move which draws the game thus, and thus 
and with pleasure I inform the Signor Leonardo that I have come here 
from Sicily, generously moved by his just fame, to measure myself 
against him ; and I beseech him to grant my request, with the 
license of the Prince, that it may be proved which of us is the best 
master of this most onorevole passa- tempo." 

11 bum Leonardo accepted the challenge with delight, when he 
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knew from what renowned player it came, and the match was at once 
entered upon ; the Prince and his honourable lady taking conspicuous 
seats as spectators, and a crowd of players occupying the epace around, 
moved thereunto by the great reputation of the combatants, and lay- 
ing heavy wagers of gold on the event. The Syracusian gaining the 
first move pushed his King's Pawn two squares, and being answered 
with the same, offered the King's Gambit, playing up the King's 
Bishop's Pawn. Leonardo took the Pawn and defended it, and the 
strife was fully eng tged in. After playing many games, the parties 
rested with equal honours ; having each won the same number, and 
certain others being drawn : the result affording " gran gusto" to the 
Prince, and the other distinguished players present. Taking leave of 
the Prince, the renewal of the battle was appointed for next day, and 
the event was anxiously expected by all. It was agreed by the judges 
that Puttino shewed immense knowledge of the game, but played 
slowly, while Paolo directed his blows with greater rapidity. 

Evening of this day being come, Leonardo considered that the 
Prince would not now suffer him to leave for Cutri so quickly as he 
could wish, and therefore resolved to sail in early morning, leaving 
excuses for the company. This he accordingly did, engaging a bark 
for the voyage, and reaching Cutri in safety, where he was joyfully 
welcomed by his friends and relatives. We must here relate, that after 
a few days thus happily spent, a certain Turkish corsair landed a band 
of men at Cutri, and carried away captive many Christians, among 
whom was a younger brother of Leonardo ; but the pirate announced 
by placard that the prisoners might be ransomed; consequently next 
day a multitude of the relatives crowded on board the corsair's vessel 
to release their friends. Leonardo, among others, reaching the 
galley, entered upon terms with the Rais, (the Turkish captain,) 
who agreed to restore his brother for the sum of two hundred 
ducats, which Leonardo accordingly proposed to pay, but casting his 
eyes upon the poop of the vessel, saw to his great joy a Chess-board, 
and thought that well-known implement would better serve his turn 
to pay with, than a purse of hard cash. The Rais, carefully following 
his looks, demanded if he could play chess, and Leonardo replied that 
he knew the game ; on which the Rais challenged him to engage. 
They sat down forthwith to the board, and the stake was fixed at fifty 
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scudi (crowns) per game. Now Leonardo quickly won his brother's 
ransom, and two hundred ducats besides, to the great wonder of the 
Rais, who piqued himself on being an excellent practitioner, but whose 
marvel wai complete on Leonardo's shewing him a few of his own 
peculiar stratagems. The noble Rais hereupon restored him his 
brother, as agreed, and honourably paid him his two hundred ducats 
to boot, soliciting Leonardo, with earnestness, to accompany him to 
Constantinople, with the assurance of generous treatment, and a safe 
return with great wealth to Cutri. Leonardo gratefully refused the 
proffer of the Turk, and went home joyfully with his brother, being 
well content with the adventure. After prolonging his visit yet a few 
days, the Puttino then sailed for Spain, with Giulio Cesare da Lan- 
ciano, but passing Naples by the way, halted for a short space of time 
at Genoa. 

Arrived in this fine city, Leonardo inquired out the Chess-players, 
and attached himself in particular to one Signor Giorgio, a nobleman 
of wealth and pleasant conversation, beloved by all who knew him, 
and particularly by the Chess amateurs; since, although Signor 
Giorgio did not play chess himself, his wife and only daughter were 
both of them ardent admirers of the game. Struck by the charms and 
talents of the young lady, Leonardo felt the most passionate love, 
and, finding it to be reciprocal, the secret consequence was a solemn 
promise of marriage on both sides ; but it was agreed to defer this till 
Leonardo's return from Madrid, by reason of his then comparative 
state of poverty, and the nobility of her father ; it being hoped Leo- 
nardo's visit to the Spanish court might place him in a position to 
demand publicly the hand of his beloved. So Leonardo departed for 
Marseilles, leaving his friend and follower, Giulio Cesare, at Genoa, 
as a medium of correspondence with his secretly betrothed bride. 

Embarking anew at Marseilles, II Puttino came to Barcelona, where 
he fell in with Tomaso Caputo, surnamed II Rosces, a beautiful Chess 
player , who indeed playing even, was easily overcome by Leonardo, 
but who, receiving the Pawn and move, conquered our hero. II Rosces 
was a countryman of Leonardo's, and a very agreeable man, 
thoroughly versed in the customs of Spain. He introduced, moreove r 
to his acquaintance, Signor Giovanni Rodriquez, another compatriot, 
and a fine Chess-player ; and as it happened the two friends were 



Digitized by Google 



338 



THE LIGHT AND 



going to Madrid likewise, it was arranged Leonardo should journey 
thither along with them. But a curious adventure here first presented 
itself. 

In the suburbs of Barcelona dwelt a very skilful Chess-player ; 
hight 11 Mucciaccio, who, by concealing his real strength, and other 
unworthy stratagems, had won at Chess of Signor Rodriquez a very 
large sum of money. It was therefore resolved, by our new trio of 
friends, before proceeding to Madrid, to punish this base man for his 
conduct ; and the plot being laid, it was artfully carried into effect as 
follows : —Rodriquez and Rosces went first alone to the house of 
Mucciaccio, and be it noted that Rosces spoke the Spanish language 
so well as to be mostly taken for a Spaniard. The former being then 
asked by Mucciaccio as to the cause of this his unexpected and 
speedy return, answered that he had just met with his friend Signor 
Tomaso, a Chess-player, and that wishing to play together, they had 
found no fitting place, and had therefore come to the dwelling of Signor 
Mucciaccio. At this pleasant news, the Spanish Rook felt delighted ; 
resolving to pluck them both, feeling confident of his own superiority f 
Mucciaccio accordingly furnished the friends readily with Chess-men 
and board, and these being commodiously placed and arranged, they 
began forthwith to play, the master of the house looking on, and con- 
tinuing to converse. Rodriquez and Rosces were content to play a 
few indifferent games, even, and appearing dissatisfied with the result, 
appointed to renew the combat next day ; thus closing the first act of 
the drama, the end of which was to be spoiling the spoiler, and skin- 
ning the fox. 

Next morning they returned accordingly, and were joined by Leo- 
nardo, in sight of the piazza, beneath which the Spaniard awaited their 
coming. Leonardo appeared not to know them, and made as though 
he had merely inquired his road, as a stranger, and had then joined 
company as having a passion for Chess. The four being thus assem- 
bled, Rosces sat down to play with Leonardo, giving our hero a pawn 
(as secretly agreed), and thus they played two days, still pretending 
not to have been previously intimate. At the end of the two days, 
Rosces came off the winner by many games, and receiving a heavy 
stake of Leonardo shared it openly with Rodriquez, as if the latter had 
gone halves in the risk of the wager. 
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On the morning of the third day, Leonardo, as concerted, came to 
the abode of Mucciaccio, before his friends, and the Spaniard eagerly 
seized the opportunity to invite him to play Chess. Leonardo refused, 
saying that he did not wish to tarry in Barcelona, being a gentleman 
visiting the court of Spain, and that as he had begun to play with 
Eosces, he should prefer continuing to battle with him, although 
merely a casual acquaintance ; also, that he did not care to lose above 
ft hundred or two scudi. But, here, Mucciaccio pressed him so 
strongly, that Leonardo deemed the season was come to ripen the de - 
sign ; bo these two sat down to a game at Chess together. After a 
short space of time came Rosces, and Rodriquez, who pouted and 
sulked, as if angry to see another snapping up the pippin they had 
plucked from the tree : our brave Leonardo so managing matters as 
to have lost a single game to the Spaniard at fifty ducats, in paying 
which sum forthwith, he took good care to shew a heavy purse of 
doubloons ; proclaiming ostentatiously, that he should give up Chess 
altogether, when he had lost the contents of that purse. Mucciaccio, 
cast his thirsty eyes upon the doubloons, and continued to play ; yet 
purposely keeping concealed his full game till he had won in all a 
hundred and fifty ducats. This done, Leonardo led his victim by 
feigned discourse to play the next game for double or quits ; on fight- 
ing out which they made a drawn party, and then a second drawn 
game. The next party was lost by Mucciaccio, and Leonardo being 
returned his hundred and fifty ducats, an engagement was made for 
next day ; the Spaniard now secure of gaining a large sum, and many 
gentlemen being invited to see him pluck his pigeon. On the morrow 
play being commenced at heavy stakes, Leonardo cunningly put forth 
his whole art, and won all together on that sitting seven hundred scudi of 
his adversary, yet still so as to make the latter think he lost each time 
rather through his own error, than through the superiority of II 
Futtino. Quitting Chess for that time, Leonardo and his friends re- 
solved to depart from Barcelona at midnight, fearing to be rendered 
an ill turn ; which flight they safely accomplished; paying their tavern 
bill, and leaving a letter for the discomfited Mucciaccio, in which they 
told him he must not be surprised if the crafty fisherman sometimes 
became himself a fish. Moreover, the scroll redde, that in his con- 
science the Spaniard must know he deserved his fate for having taken 
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in the unwary, and that if his unholy gains yet exceeded on the whole 
his present losses, he ought to make his peace with God, by giving up 
the balance to the poor. Lastly, Mucciaccio was given to learn the 
names of his late opponents, and was informed they were suddenly 
off for Madrid, whither, if he would come, his money should all be 
returned with their blessing, provided he could win it back. 

On this journey of our three friends to court nothing remarkable 
happened ; save, that sleeping at an inn, the last night on the road, 
with other travellers, they chanced upon a landlord who played chess 
well, and being in the habit of thereby fleecing his guests, this man 
thought craftily to do the same by the present company ; coming off, 
unfortunately for his schemes, upon this occasion, with the loss of 
more crowns than paid the reckoning of all the travellers together. 
Next day, Leonardo and his associates came to Madrid, and took 
lodgings at the house of one Donua Isabella, a friend of Rosces. 

Thus, being fortunately arrived, they rested a few days, informing 
themselves as to where the great Chess-players held their chief meet- 
ings ; and, particularly, whither Ruy Lopez for the most part resorted. 
Then, on the morrow, they went to the place indicated, and found 
Ruy Lopez himself playing with an amateur, to whom he could only 
give the Pawn. Many nobles and gentles were looking on, and a 
courteous reception was given to the strangers ; the person of Leo- 
nardo being forgotten by Ruy Lopez. The visitors were asked if 
they would play Chess, and Leonardo answered that they had come 
to Madrid only for that purpose, provided they could find their equals. 
At these proud words, Ruy Lopez raised his eyes, and contentedly 
seeing that they were Italians, fancied much was to be made of them, 
so assured them that he, for one, was ready to play upon their own 
terras. Leonardo then took up the speech, and declared himself pre- 
pared to play Ruy Lopez, without odds, at fifty scudi the game ; 
whereat the spectators doubted whether he were really strong, or only 
conceited ; but, being a stranger, they suspended their judgments, 
and the then opponent of Ruy Lopez, declaring himself content to 
stop for the time, Leonardo took his seat and began to play at once, 
gaining the first move. The company anxiously looked on the while, 
eager to see the result ; and finding the play ran equal, and the first 
game indeed drawn, began to respect the newly-arrived professor. 
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Not intending lo win that day, II Puttino made an even fight, and the 
contest being adjourned to next morning, was content to come off from 
the second engagement a winner of one game on the balance ; con- 
tinuing to play day by day, gaining generally one surplus game of each 
reckoning. Thus went matters, and the fame of Leonardo was bruited 
through court and city ; many of the first lords attending to witness 
games so interesting ; some taking part with Lopez, some with the 
Italian ; Rodriquez and Rosces failing not the while also to play with 
the Spaniards as they best might. But Leonardo throughout refrained 
from coming off any one day conqueror, more than in the one game, 
on the whole ; studying his adversary's tactics, and reserving his full 
force to be exhibited upon a more interesting occasion. 

The news of this Chess tournament Hying abroad, came presently 
to the ears of the brave Girone, the competitor and equal of Lopez ; 
who, hearing of the hard blows being dealt out to his compatriot, 
travelled hastily to Madrid from his residence in a neighbouring city, 
eager to look upon the renowned Italian. Coming to the place of 
meeting, Girone found a crowd of gentlemen assembled round his friend 
Lopez, awaiting the arrival of Leonardo, who, with his companions, 
never came too early, not to betray greed. Girone inquired of Lopez, 
as to the game of this new rival, and learnt that it was deeply learned, 
lie also received full particulars of past events. The company then 
besought of Girone that he also would encounter the Italian, to which 
he willingly consented ; and Leonardo being now in presence, a sort 
of chess pool was formed for good stakes ; the three great artists 
playing by turns together, and indiscriminately. Here the superiority 
of Leonardo over the other two shone indeed confessedly ; and the 
battle being renewed at intervals, he won a thousand scudi. The 
Puttino then played against them both together, Lopez and Girone 
taking counsel ; and the result was, to the great delight and enjoy- 
ment of the spectators, that although II Puttino had the best of it 
■ingle-handed with either one, yet the two together were strictly his 
match ; since neither could he win of them, nor they of him ; as proved 
in frequent and prolonged encounters. 

Leaving II Puttino to rest quietly for a few moments 
on his laurels, we cannot forbear glancing transiently over 
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the varied narrative just presented, of what may be termed 
his toilsome ascent to the very apex of Chess fame. The 
manner of the narrator, Dr. Salvio, has a good deal of 
Defoe about it ; the simplicity of his details stamps them 
with an air of profound and literal truth ; confirmed by the 
date of Salvio's publication, so closely pressing upon the 
heels of his merry histories. Who would think that mirth 
could be fashioned out of Chess ? — but laughter we hold 
to be one of the chief distinguishing marks between man 
and brute. Deep thinkers delight in a jest, while the 
hooded owl wears its all of profundity upon its shaded 
brow. Our paladins, in the scenes before us, roam from 
clime to clime, and sea to sea, in quest of adventure, like 
true Knights errant. Is there a lady's heart to be won at 
Chess t — Leonardo is the gallant to essay that spell's solu- 
tion. Is there a pirate to be conquered ? — a bearded Turk 
to be shaven and shorn ?-— our Youth caps the crescent with 
the cross, and converts the Chess-board for the nonce into 
a veritable exchequer, — paying his ducats out of that, and 
charging handsomely for the lesson to boot. Beaten at first 
by Ruy Lopez, Leonardo naturally feels " great disgust !" 
and, like the wounded bird, seeks his family nest ; biding 
patiently his time, till strong enough to have another *hy m 
The final issue of this remains to be told. 

The entrance of Paolo Boi upon the scene is highly and 
essentially dramatic. He could not repose in his bed for 
the reputation of II Puttino. It haunted his waking 
thoughts; it pervaded his midnight dreams. Earth is 
narrow for the haughty of soul ; it may not hold two 
Paolos. The quiet air with which he first reveals his 
presence to Leonardo is delightful. " Had I not perceived 
the coup, then were I not the Syracusian !" One can 
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fancy the sensation produced by these words in an era when 
feeling and impulse were all in all. The uprising of 
Byron's Dervise in the Pasha's hall not less " amazed the 
sight," than we may suppose would be the effect of the 
Syracusian Chief s thus emphatically dashing away disguise, 
and proclaiming proudly his identity. The glove, so chi- 
valrously offered, is no less courteously raised ; no vain 
delay is sought for, no respite given. The lists are fixed 
on the moment, and the Prince and Princess do the honours 
of the field ; preparing doubtless the victor's prize in this 
interesting tournament. Our combatants do their devoir 
manfully ; shivering their spears like porcelain, and bear- 
ing themselves as valiant champions. Neither party 
gains the ascendancy, and the honours of the day are 
shared between them. We yearn, nevertheless, slightly 
toward him of Syracuse, as being the more rapid fighter, 
and the gallant proposer of the dangerous Gambit. Paolo 
Boi will re-appear upon the scene. Leonardo sails away in 
the night ; whereat we doubt not a few sharp glibes were 
cast at morning. We will not — we dare not— believe the 
Puttino feared to renew the battle ; but Ruy Lopez, like 
night-mare, was sitting yet heavily on the soul of the Italian ; 
and the Spanish adventure, as the first vowed, was the first 
to be prosecuted to the end. Paolo would keep. 

The Scapin-like manner in which poor Mucciaccio 
undergoes the operation of skinning were worthy of 
the craftiest Greek at Tattersall's. We hope that the 
Spaniard was only visited by way of retribution, but 
fear, from the masterly strategy of his foes, that they were 
by no means too particular as to the qualities of their vic- 
tim. There is a touch of "leggism" about this adven- 
ture, which we wish could be effaced from the Puttino's 
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escutcheon. The white robes of Caissa are dragged through 
the dirt. Guzman d' Alfarache and Hardy Vaux frequently 
put their hands into other people's pockets, believing they 
were their own : and so, in one sense of the word, they 
were. Mistakes will happen to the best intentioned men. 
In our own day, a friend sometimes takes a worse umbrella 
than that which he leaves. We fear the Chess principles 
of our worthy trio had a good deal of Macintosh in their 
composition ; — they would bear stretching. Be this as it 
may, the scene is worthy of Boccaccio; and the part- 
ing letter, together with the bolting in the night to avoid a 
Spanish stiletto, form a retreat as masterly as that of 
Ney and Eugene through the black forests of the Berezina. 
The naive fear of being done " an ill turn," which prompted 
this step, reminds us of Cellini's beautiful simplicity of 
expression when he tells us, that quarrelling with a friend 
he drew his dagger, " and gave him three or four good cuts 
across the face." Oh ! for the old times of our forefathers! 
Arcadian groves, lambs, nymphs, and swains ! 

But the time has come when Leonardo shall meet his 
ancient victor face to face. Ruy Lopez recognises not in 
the grown man, the stripling who once bearded him so un- 
successfully in Rome. Very proud is the bearing of the 
Italian. He erects his crest like the battle horse when he 
hears the trumpet ; — " I come to play Chess, provided I 
can find my equal ! " — salutation simple and stern ; enough 
to make the company, as it did, open their eyes with won- 
der. Leonardo aims at creating a sensation. Revenge is 
a very sweet morsel to us all ; but especially so to an 
Italian. It will not be enough merely to defeat Ruy 
Lopez; but he shall be pulverized and ground to earth; 
him, and his whole Chess-playing generation. Well, a 
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good hater is a good thing. We love an open foe. Killing 
in the dark suits only with souls of muck. Leonardo 
tosses down his fifty scudi, and at it they go, like two fight- 
ing bulls on the mountains of Andalusia. The craft of the 
Italian now in managing his winnings is admirable. Here, 
we enjoy the sweet delusion in which he suffers the 
Spaniard to rock his soul to sleep, — the end thereof bear- 
ing an intent above money-catching. " He may be better 
than I," thinks Lopez, " but I doubt it, as he only wins an 
odd game ; and after a few more trials, he '11 break down, 
like most young players, before my experienced patience 
and skill." The noble Girone comes to the rescue, but falls 
by the side of his friend. The result of the Chess-pool, 
in which Leonardo unmasks his full force, and sweeps 
away the thousand scudi, reminds us irresistibly of De la 
Bourdonnais, who first came to the knowledge of his 
own Chess-strength, playing a similar match with Coch- 
rane and Deschapelles, each staking a Napoleon on 
the board every game. " When I saw the gold," said De 
la Bourdonnais to ourselves, "I felt quite a new man ; I 
went at it in earnest, and out of twenty-one pools, won 
eighteen ! " But let us return to our muttons, and resume 
Salvio's history. 

Now the tidings of these things came to the ears of the good King, 
Philip II., who would not believe it possible his favourite Ruy Lopez 
could have found a conqueror ; aDd the Monarch accordingly deter- 
mined himself to see the two play together. Hereupon the day was 
fixed, and the champions were brought into the royal presence ; Ruy 
Lopez being introduced by a grandee of Spain, and Leonardo by the 
Count Crancio. Bending in lowly reverence, the King commanded them 
to rise, and to play upon a certain table, so tliat his Majesty might 
well and clearly overlook the moves ; fixing the conditions of the 
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match that the first winner of three games should receive a thousand 
scudi. Engaging then upon these terms, Leonardo purposely lost the 
two first games ; upon which the King rose to leave the apartment, 
with an unfavourable opinion of the skill of the Italian ; but Leonardo 
threw himself on his knees, with these words — " I beg your Majesty 
not to go, for that which I have done has been purposely contrived to 
display my skill the more clearly. Your Majesty shall behold that of 
the three following games, I will win them all, and that without much 
difficulty ; and this I undertake to perform on pain of losing life. 
Know, moreover, 0 King, that for this thing came I hither purposely, 
having been moved thereto by the unseemly deportment of Buy 
Lopez, when he conquered me, some time back, in Rome." At this 
speech, the King consented to remain, and then, indeed, was the proud 
boast of Leonardo made good ; he winning the three games in succes- 
sion, and thus honourably fulfilling his bold engagement. The King 
thereat greatly admired the Italian's skill, and covered him with 
favours ! presenting him on the spot with*the thousand crowns, as 
also a richly ornamented jewel, and one of the royal ermine mantles ; 
bidding him moreover ask what boon he would, and it should be 
granted. Hereupon Leonardo gratefully thanked his Majesty for so 
much kindness, and demanded that his country should be freed for a 
certain number of years from all fiscal tribute ; which the Monarch 
was graciously pleased to accord, fixing the time at twenty years. And 
thus terminated the meeting, to the great satisfaction of the whole 
Court. Lastly, it is said by Signor Ricupido Scodes, a famous Chess- 
player, and friend of Leonardo, that after the death of the latter, the 
jewelled ornament, bestowed by Philip, fell into the possession of the 
Signor Don Carlo d'Avalos, whose wardrobe it served to beautify. 

And so the day of retribution has come and gone, and 
the star of Ruy Lopez has paled and withered before the 
fiery advent of the Italian meteor. The catastrophe is 
worthy of its antecedent. When shone chivalry forth 
more brightly ? The passage of arms between our heroes 
is a duello to the death ; a striking home with sharpest 
sword and spear. Like two of Arthur's Knights con- 
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tending in the listed jousts, each champion has his squire 
by his side ; the guerdon to be reaped not being merely 
the thousand crowns, though that be a gift right royal, — 
but a prize combining name and renown, present and fu- 
ture—a word in the mouths of present men — a fresco on 
the halls of time, — a writing on the marble scrolls of pos- 
terity. To appreciate fully the magnanimity of Leonardo, 
we must remember that he assuredly could not have ren- 
dered his adversary a full Pawn on each game, and played, 
Damocles like, with the sword suspended over bis head. 
Philip was not a monarch to be lightly sported with. 
Disgrace was certainly at hand ; a disgrace of the bitterest 
quality, — should the brain reel and falter but for a single 
moment, under the intense pressure of this demand upon its 
powers, while the Court-champion,Lopez, fought upon roses, 
caring to win but one game out of the remaining three, Glory 
then to the wreath so gallantly won, and praise to Spain's 
ruler for his noble acknowledgment of the proud triumph of 
genius, — and honour — immortal honour to the pure- 
minded Puttino, who would ask nothing for himself, but 
claimed a remission of taxes for his beloved Cutri ! O 
Chancellor of the Exchequer — lord of Downing Street, — 
what sayest thou to playing us at Chess this very day for 
our window rate ? 

Salvio's graphic chronicle reads on; and the sturdy 
Paolo Boi comes to avenge, fate willing, the conquered 
Spanish Bishop. 

Now when Leonardo quitted Naples, Paoli Boi had remained some • 
time in that city, to learn tidings of the Puttino's success at Madrid ; 
and with that resolved to journey thither himself likewise in quest of 
fame and glory in Chess. Embarking, therefore, with a trusty follower, 
the Syracusian departed ; arriving at Madrid immediately after the 
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foretold passages had occurred between our Puttino and Lopez, under- 
going many curious and strange adventures by the way, of which space 
allows us but to record that our brave Paolo was taken captive, and 
carried as a slave to Algiers, though instantly released. Great grief 
was the Syracusian's, on hearing, at the Court of Madrid, of all that 
had passed, that his coming hither had not been earlier, and he eagerly 
inquired out where Leonardo might be found. Passing then suddenly 
to the place, as directed, the Sicilian lighted upon II Puttino playing 
Chess with Girone and Lopez ; and not choosing to disturb the party 
mingled quietly with the witnesses, looking over the play patiently; 
until the battle, being drawn, was adjourned unto the morrow. Rising 
from his seat, Leonardo was then made suddenly aware of the presence 
of U buon Paolo ; and springing eagerly towards him, embraced the Sici- 
lian with such demonstration of lively joy and affection, that all around 
thought he was a near relative. The first emotions of the meeting 
over, Leonardo informed the company of the name of the visitor; 
describing and commending his great acquirements in Chess. Paolo 
thanked our brave Leonardo for this favorable expression of opinion, 
but being naturally of haughty mien, drew up and coldly replied : 
— " Signor Leonardo, at the game of Chess I have yet one rival, 
and I now come to the Court of Spain with no other view but to 
encounter him, resuming the contest we began long ago in Naples ; 
determined this time to know which of us two shall wear the crown, 
and who has made most progress since we played in the palace of the 
Prince Gesualdo." These proud words being spoken in the face of 
the whole assemblage, Leonardo calmly and gallantly replied, that it 
would be his greatest pleasure to accept the cartel so nobly offered ; 
and that the next day should decide the event between them. And 
then for the time they separated. 

All the principal Chess-players attended the morrow with especial 
interest, but an unforeseen calamity frustrated their expected gratifica- 
tion. When Leonardo returned that evening to his dwelling, he found 
his faithful follower, Giulio C esare, the same whom he had left behind 
at Genoa to conduct the correspondence with his so dearly -loved 
fair one. He had come to Madrid with the heavy tidings that this 
lady had passed to a better life; commending her last words to her 
adored Leonardo. " Tell him" said she, "that it pleases Heaven to 
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break our contract; but that up to the present moment, I have been,since his 
departure, in every respect his loved and faithf ul consort." This spoken, 
with a sigh, she turned to the wall, and said no more words till death. 

At this sad news, the now unhappy Leonardo was torn with the 
most violent grief; weeping a torrent of tears all night, refusing every 
sort of comfort. Finding himself utterly incapable of playing Chess, 
he sent word next morning, by his friend Rosces, to that effect ; re- 
questing the generous minded company to excuse his apparent breacn 
of promise ; alleging, with necessary concealment, that he had just 
learned the death of his mother. Such being the case, Paolo Boi 
played Chess with Girone ; producing some beautiful games, and 
finally coming off the winner of the conquering party. The general 
judgment was pronounced, that Paolo played much faster than II 
Putt in o T and with greater brilliancy of combination ; but on the whole 
perhaps, less solid and sound ; hence the Lords of the Court wonder- 
fully desired to see them matched together. However, Leonardo 
vanishing for a space from the scene, the Syracusian played alternately 
with Lopez and Girone, and then against the two united in counsel ; 
coming off with the same success as Leonardo had previously reaped. 
As for the latter, meanwhile, finding his grief rather to increase than 
diminish, he resolved to leave Madrid altogether ; first placing his 
gains in the safe custody of Signor Conte Crancioni; and so departing 
with his follower Giulio Cesare for Lisbon, without being equal even 
to take leave of the Court. It must be added, that Leonardo here 
addressed letters of sincere condolence to his dear friends at Genoa ; 
so bereaved of their daughter. Arrived in Lisbon, the Puttino rested 
some days, his soul still torn with dolour, for love of his lost lady ; 
and finding no relief but in solitude ; to enjoy which he frequented 
constantly the lonely sea-side ; breathing his sad thoughts there, at 
times, in poetic soliloquy. 

Now it fell out, that a certain Portuguese gentleman, of congenial 
mind, frequented the same solitary retreat ; and as he appeared to 
Leonardo to be equally heart-wrung with sorrow, a mutual interest 
ripened speedily to friendship. The Portuguese Cavalier spoke Italian 
perfectly well, and Leonardo was courteously received, after kind en- 
treaty on the part of him of Lisbon that it might be so permitted, as 
a guest in the house of his new found friend. Next morning having 
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attended mass, they perambulated the streets of the city, where the 
Portuguese kindly pointed out those objects most worthy of notice ; 
and then, having dined, besought Leonardo to tell him the story of 
his so-evident woe, promising, in return, to relate his own cause of 
present misery of heart. Leonardo consented, and narrated all that 
had happened since he left Cutri ; on which the benevolent stranger 
much condoled with him, and tendered all the consolation in his 
power; confiding to the Puttino, that he also was labouring under 
the affliction of losing a dear lady by death ; having previously 
had to combat with the blow of finding a former love unfaith- 
ful. The Portuguese moreover shewed Leonardo many sweet 
poems he had composed to his solace, upon the ingratitude of the 
one, and the death of the other. Likewise he congratulated himself 
on having made the acquaintance of so great a Chess-player as 
Leonardo ; he being himself fond of the game. He said the Puttino 
would find his account, in Lisbon, in Chess ; the King Don Sebastian, 
being passionately attached to this recreation ; and having at court a 
professor of great repute, called II Moro. This discourse naturally 
brought on an immediate game of Chess, the self-same hour, between 
the two now fast friends ; and Leonardo shewing forth his skill, the 
Portuguese was confounded with wonder and admiration. He pro- 
mised to employ his best efforts that Leonardo should play with II 
Moro in presence of the King ; but thought it best the two champions 
should first try their skill in private ; which he did not doubt to 
effect, being a personal friend of the Moor. Accordingly it was 
arranged that II Moro should come to play a match with Leonardo, 
at the house of the Portuguese. 

Like wildfire, the news flew over Lisbon, that an Italian Chess- 
player had the hardihood to encounter the famed II Moro on equal 
terms ; and the appointed spot for the meeting was thronged, at the 
time fixed, by eager spectators. Whither also, the Moor being 
come, Chess commenced; the parties playing even, and both 
chivalrously disdaining less fierce modes of assault than the Gambit 
of King or Queen. Leonardo not caring to win the first day, the 
result was perfect equality ; which being reported to the King, Don 
Sebastian, that monarch was graciously pleased to desire the valorous 
champions should play in his presence. This being effected, Leonardo 
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manifested indeed his prowess ; beating II Moro in many games ; 
which gave the King very great content, by reason of the pride of 
the Moor ; who would never allow his equal in Chess could be met 
with, and now demanded his revenge of Leonardo. The contest 
being renewed on the morrow Leonardo again came off the decided 
conqueror ; on which the King heaped many favours upon him, and 
gave him the title of U Cavcdiere errante, because, like the Knights of 
old, he went about over the earth, to humble the proud, and lower 
the repute of those of rival pretensions. 

Leonardo dwelt some months with his friend at Lisbon, and then 
returned to the Court of Madrid ; recruited in health and spirits, and 
eager for the promised encounter with the Syracusian. His recep- 
tion was enthusiastic, and the narration of his doings while at Lisbon 
gave universal pleasure. Many lords and gentlemen awaited the 
coming of Leonardo to the Chess " conversazione" at Madrid ; and 
every obstacle being removed, he sat down seriously to play with 
Paolo Boi, in presence of the first amateurs and professors of Spain 
and Italy. The battle continued during three whole days, night alone 
dividing the sittings ; during the two first days the champions were 
even; but the third day Paolo was conquered; which was, indeed, 
ascribed generally to his being unwell, or some similar cause. How- 
ever this might be, stung with defeat so unwonted, Paolo Boi sud- 
denly left Madrid next day for Italy ; telling no man that he was 
about to go. 

The Syracusian having thus departed, Leonardo remained yet a few 
days more at Court, and then left, accompanied by Rodriquez and 
Rosces, both in high spirits at the result of the campaign ; and II 
Puttino having with him a considerable sum of money. Unequal to 
again beholding Genoa, Leonardo would not stop there, but went 
straightway to Naples, where the party arrived in safety. Here they 
met with those great players, Michele de Mauro, II Beneventano, 
r Ametrano, II Traino, and II Genovini ; all perhaps slightly inferior to 
Rosces, except Michele de Mauro, who played fully equal to him ; and 
thence many friendly battles between the two. Leonardo remained 
permanently in Naples ; having the honourable appointment of agent 
to the Prince di Bisignano. We must here be pardoned for anticipat- 
ing the history of Paolo Boi, to relate, that after the latter subse- 
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quently became released from his captivity in Algiers, he returned to 
Naples ; and played again many times with Leonardo, in presence of 
the Vice Roy, the Duke d'Ossuna; making always even games 
together. Leonardo finally left Naples to return to Cutri, his birth- 
place ; and there, at the Court of the Prince di Bisignano in Calabria, 
was miserably and unhappily poisoned unto death, through jealous 
envy, in the 45th year of his age. Leonardo and Paolo Boi were 
styled the Light and Lustre of Chess. 

■ 

And this, then, was doomed to be the ultimate reward 
of genius— a poisoned chalice! Thus was the Light of 
Chess to be extinguished in the pride of life; — hopes 
yet unblown — roses but newly budded — laurels barely 
wreathed. Surely an existence devoted to a sport harmless 
and innocent as Chess, deserved a better fate. We had 
not thought the hot breath of the aspic would seek to taint 
a flower so hidden as the lowly violet. Poison, given in 
the good old times, generally soared at higher game, and 
left the dagger for the vulgar. But Envy thirsted for the 
peaceful blood of the Puttino, and drugged the draught ; 
and Destiny willed that Italy should thus lose her younger 
chosen son of graceful Chess. Peace 10 thy manes, gallant 
Leonardo; we love and venerate thy memory. Be thy 
Calabrian tomb planted with the cypress and the willow ; 
and may the night-bird warble thy dirge through long, 
long centuries of rest ! Peace to the good and the chival- 
rous — Envy itself respects the tranquillity of the grave. 
Our historian, Salvio, dwells not on this foul murder, life 
being ever rated at a low price in Naples and Calabria ; but 
continues his narrative of the deeds of prowess done subse- 
quently by Paolo Boi. Him, too, as Chess enthusiasts, we 
love in all reverence and honour, and will forthwith follow 
in his Knightly wanderings. 
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In the brief history we have just run over, it is worthy 
of note in what romantic vein Fate displays her heroes in 
conflict ; poising their merits so as not to depress all for 
the sake of one. The second coming of the Syracusian to 
battle is admirably delineated. Salvio works in chalk only, 
but to the adept, what expression is there in his rough 
crayon outline ! There is no ambiguity, no mistake, about 
Paolo. He springs upon the scene with the vivid reality 
of a thunderbolt. His pride is the honest, sublime, ema- 
nation of a genius conscious of no superior. Paolo comes 
prepared to mount the victor's car of triumph, or to die in 
the amphitheatre. There is nothing of shiftiness about 
the Syracusian ; shuffle lives not in his strong simplicity. 
He will neither take nor render grace ; he never play s 
pretty with a rival. The speech of Boi runs in the simple 
phrase interchanged between the Douglas and the Percy at 
Otterbourne, — " One of us two must die." Homer's deity 
covering her favoured hero with a cloud to snatch him from 
the spear-stroke of Achilles, appears again to interfere upon 
the present occasion. 

The never-erring archer bends his bow, the death-shaft 
falls in Genoa; and Leonardo is abstracted from Chess 
and worldly cares, by the sudden and irremediable loss of" 
her he had loved in life so well. We sympathize with his 
position ; but nature's voice insists on being heard ; the 
scene thus closing in the spirit of true poesy. The warriors 
are sundered for a season. We care not ; knowing they 
will meet again. The throne of Chess awaits the conqueror ; 
but his chariot wheels must tarry for the nonce. 

In some odd out-of-the-way French book, or another, 
we once met with the startling assertion that "pigeon is a 
cure for grief; "for" — proceeds Monsieur, the author — 

N 
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" whenever I fall into very serious trouble, je manoe deux 
pigeons, bt je me console ! " The Chess-board is the 
"pigeon" to Leonardo; he plays Chess, and is comforted. 
O bounty of Nature, and O virtue of Chess ! Be not too 
severe upon him of Cutri,. O ye admirers of broken hearts, 
and charcoal-choked lovers. The heart of man is inexpli- 
cable, and at times most pliable. It may not always rend 
asunder. In the case of Leonardo, there openeth in his 
breast a safety-valve, and his grief vents itself in passionate 
outbursts of rage upon the turbaned Turk. The haughty 
Saracen, " II Moro," sustains the shock of Leonardo's fierce 
sorrow, and falls, like a tree uptorn by the storms of the 
West. The Othello of the exchequer lies low ; and the 
enemy of the true faith is humbled in his pride. Joy to 
the conqueror, and to Sebastian, the judge of the field; 
who subsequently fought, himself, in sterner scenes, so 
well for Christendom. 

Diana's pale lamp wanes, suns rise and set, and Leonardo 
returns a " wiser though a sadder man," to Naples. His 
reception is kind $ and as though his departure had been 
but of yesterday. Foremost in the throng to greet his 
arrival is the valiant Paolo. Not a moment of time must 
be wasted. Fate may again cruelly separate the brave. 
The proudest hour of life has dawned for the heroes of 
Syracuse and Cutri. Their ready blades are at once 
crossed; Paolo and Leonardo confront each other at the 
Chess-table. Madrid looks on in silent admiration, at this 
battle of the " glorious three days ; " during the first 
two of which the issue is so evenly balanced — the scale 
so nicely poised. The third evening gives victory to 
Leonardo. "At length the strength of Swaran fell; 
the King of the groves is bound." 
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Yes; the Syracusian is overborne; but exult not too 
much, O people of Cutri ! Bear your triumph with 
modesty, brave Leonardo. Not you, but destiny, has 
conquered Paolo. Malaria of the marsh, mist from the 
fen, have stricken Boi. He is out of health, and hence 
comes unwonted defeat. Light and Lustre of Chess ! 
Brothers in Arms, Paolo and Leonardo, ye are equal in 
force, as shall be thereafter proved by many a stubborn 
contest. Neither one of ye is better than the other. Widen 
then the sculptured frame, ascend the throne of Chess, 
formed to receive ye both, and rule its denizens in peace 
and amity; bound together for your lives by bands of 
most enduring friendship. Of the two, if made to pro- 
nounce, we should even give our voice for the noble Syra- 
cusian, that he take the higher place upon the dais. 
Sympathy with misfortune is so justly due to Paolo's long- 
tried qualities of excellence. The Syracusian, however, 
scorns all sympathy. He forsakes the haunts of man for a 
season, and refuseth to be comforted. Our limits narrow. 
Leonardo is murdered at the age of forty-five. His name 
alone remains, bright as the Syrian star. We follow forth 
the fortunes of the Syracusian, now incontestab]y sole lord 
of the ascendant in Chess. 

Paolo, the Syracusian, having departed, as spoken, came to Barce- 
lona, and there, embarking in a small vessel, was taken captWe by 
certain Algerine pirates in the <£ulf of Lyons ; together with some 
other Christians, who were in his company. Being then, by God's 
will and good fortune, at once led away to Algiers, he had the felicity 
to be made over to a Turkish lord of great rank, of gentle and amiable 
manners. His master carried him at once to his palace, informing 
him, that all he and a fellow slave would have to perform in the way 
of duty, was to receive, and usher in, his numerous visitors. Here, to 
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the great delight of Boi, many nobles came to play Chess continually, 
and finally, Paolo, seeing that his master constantly lost large sums 
upon the game, drew him on one side, and told him in a few words 
that if he would grant him his liberty, he, Boi, in return, would put 
him into a certain way of winning much wealth (molti danari). The 
noble Turk agreed, provided Paolo could prove his assertion ; and 
requested first to know what he purposed. Paolo then developed his 
Chess-skill, to the very ravishment of the Padrone ; and their subse- 
quent plan was thus arranged, and carried into effect. The conversa- 
zione being thronged with amateurs, Paolo and the Turk played 
together at the odds of the Knight ; which brought all those quickly 
around, to admire the great skill of the stranger, and naturally induced 
many others to wish to encounter the Syracusian. The latter thus 
had the opportunity, of which he skilfully availed himself, to win a few 
hundred scudi, before the whole force of his game was appreciated ; 
and, then, allowing freely the most immense odds, Paolo won a much 
larger amount. The Padrone and Boi then made the tour of the 
Kingdom of Algiers, realizing many thousand scudi ; subsequently to 
which, the Turk freely allowed the noble Syracusian his liberty ; pre- 
senting him to boot with two thousand zecchini, and a pass of safe 
conduct. Quitting Algiers thus in triumph, Paolo returned to Syra- 
cuse, and thence to Naples, where, as has been narrated, he resumed 
his battles with Leonardo, and other leading " artistes ; " taking up 
his residence at the mansion of the Duca d'Urbino, from whom Boi 
received the yearly fee of three hundred scudi of silver. This con- 
tinued some time ; and not only Rosces, the Mauro, the Beneventano 
Domenico de Leonardi (not the Puttino), and others now contended 
constantly with Paolo, but I, too, — I— Salvio, entered likewise the 
lists ; being then a young player of promise, and receiving like the 
others a Pawn as odds. Anon, a curious adventure befel the great 
Syracusian at Milan. He there chanced to engage in a certain Chess- 
match with one, a stranger, who at first was the gainer; upon which, 
our Paolo, not being able otherwise to divine the reason, ascribed the 
matter justly to necromancy, and pronounced certain prayers before 
renewing the fray; which orisons were duly efficacious, as Boi then 
came off the winner. Finally, the very last time, I, Salvio, played 
Chess myself with Paolo, he rendered me no odds whatsoever; 
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and it so chanced, that during one very complicated and difficult 
game, he saw that he could forcedly win my Queen In five moves ; I 
observed thiB also, but further remarked that in two moves more, I 
could also force his Queen in exchange for a Rook, and come off with 
a drawn game. And so, even as I have said, was the stroke played 
out ; Paolo giavely observing thus : — " Youth hath greater capacity 
than age. Thou, 0 Salvio, art in the very flower of life ; for me, I am 
above seventy years of age, and will therefore henceforth tranquilly 
repose upon mine already acquired honours." Three days only after 
this, it came to pass that Paolo the Syracusian died, being poisoned 
by his servant for the sake of his money. Paolo Boi was then buried 
with all due honours at the church of San Luigi, near unto the Palazzo 
Roale. 

Poison again ! Foul work, my masters ! — These were 
then the " good old times " of which our grandsires vaunt ! 
Envy walks the earth in every age ; but at least has now 
learned to respect the life of the body, strive as she may 
with her foul fangs to tear and rend the spirit of man. 
Well, the curtain has fallen, the play is done* Leonardo 
of Cutri has gone before — Paolo of Syracuse followeth 
after. The light and lustre of Chess are for ever quenched 
and sunk in deepest ocean night. Youth could not save 
itself from — age might not avert — the dastardly hand of 
the assassin. We dwell no longer on this, but proceed to 
eke out Salvio's portrait of the noble Paolo, from the sub- 
sequent sketch written by Carrera, in the year 1617. — 
Carrera speaks : — 

In the time of our fathers, we had many renowned Chess-players, 
of whom the chief in estimation was Paolo Boi, the Sicilian, termed 
equally the Syracusian, from the place of his birth. He was born of 
a noble and wealthy family, highly endowed with the gift of letters 
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and the capability of acquiring knowledge ; whence it came to pass 
that he made a rapid progress in Chess, and soon dismissed to the 
rear all other Syracusian players. Seeking, then, fresh foes to con- 
quer, Paolo visited Spain, then the resort of the greatest Chess 
professors; where he was honoured by the bounteous favour and 
countenance of the chief lords of the kingdom ; as well as of the 
King, Philip the Second, himself no mean lover of this recrea- 
tion. As I have said, Paolo was already superior to every other 
player in Sicily, and could also play well without seeing the Chess- 
board ; in which art he was indeed remarkably eminent, conducting 
three games at once on as many different boards, conversing pleasantly 
the while, with the company, upon general subjects. Before going 
into Spain, Boi travelled through Italy, contending everywhere with 
the principal Chess-players, and especially with the far-famed Puttino, 
Leonardo, with whom he may be classed as equal, seeing that Salvio 
terms them the Light and Lustre of the profession of Chess. 

Paolo was beloved of many Italian Princes, and especially of 
the Duca d'Urbino; he was also especially esteemed by several 
Cardinals ; as well as by Pope Pius V., who offered, indeed, to endow 
him with a rich benefice, if he would don the robes of the Church. 
Paolo refused this offer ; preferring to indulge in a less rigid mode of 
life, and not choosing to be restricted by the sanctity of clerical rules. 
It came to pass once in Venice, that Paolo Boi met with a stranger, 
with whom he strove in Chess, and to whom he unaccountably lost. 
Having then subsequently examined the play minutely, and finding 
that he certainly ought to have won, Paolo was smitten with wonder 
to perceive that he had been defeated contrary to all rule; and thence 
naturally suspected that his adversary had used magic art, or by some 
other supernatural means thrown a shade upon the Syracusian's power 
of sight. Hereupon, Paolo, being of good and virtuous habits of life 
and possessing a very rich " corona" of Paternosters, the holy reliques 
of departed saints, took a fancy to play Chess once more with his 
late victor, first arming himself with this sacred chaplet, and also de- 
voutly receiving the sacraments both of Penitence and the Eucharist. 
Hereby he conquered his adversary altogether ; who, indeed, addressed 
the Syracusian, in the act of surrender, in these words — " Thine is 
more potent than mine." 
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When the Syracusian was in Spain, he had the gratification of play- 
ing Chess in the presence of Philip the Second ; who rewarded him 
with a pension of five hundred scudi per annum, charged upon certain- 
revenues derived from Syracusian cities, and to be paid by them to 
Paolo. Boi in early life displayed great personal valour, and love of 
adventure. He testified to Philip his wish to serve the King's brother, 
Don John of Austria, and the Spanish Monarch accordingly furnished 
him with written credentials in his own royal hand, worded in terms of 
the highest grace and favour. From this we know that Boi served the 
King as a military officer, and it is believed in several campaigns ; but 
regarding the past, our Syracusian was ever of a taciturn disposition . 
permitting nothing to go forth. Paolo visited, among other countries' 
Portugal, and playing Chess there, with certain noble lords, won in a 
single day eight thousand scudi. He played also there with Sebastian, 
the King, who not only delighted much in the game, but was acknow- 
ledged to be himself a good Chess-player. Don Sebastian and the 
Syracusian frequently played as much as three or four hours at one time, 
and upon one occasion, it chanced that the King, playing in a stand- 
ing posture, and Paolo Boi, keeeling according to etiquette, with one 
knee upon a cushion (wn' origUere) ; the latter was so fatigued with the 
length of time during which he had maintained this attitude, that 
he sought relief; observing which, the King assisted him with his 
own arm, to change his position, and to kneel upon the other knee. 

When Kings thus publicly displayed their admiration of the Syra- 
cusian's talent, it is not much marvel that the chief lords of Sicily, 
Rome, Naples, and elsewhere, more than shared in the same feeling. 
Paolo forgot not to shew himself in the country of Hungary, where 
the Turks and Hungarians were wont to play Chess on horseback 
without Chess-board or pieces. The Syracusian dwelt twenty years 
in foreign countries ; during which tune his compatriots believed him 
dead. Returning then to Sicily, he yet could not rest tranquil, but 
was ever changing from place to place. Finally, being in Syracuse 
he went to Naples, at the pressing invitation of the Princess di Stig- 
liano, who highly esteemed him; and in Naples, our Paolo was 
attacked with a certain disorder of the stomach, which removed him 
to a better world, in the year 1598, at above seventy years of age. 
His body was interred in the Church of San Francesco di Paolo ; and 
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the funeral rites were conducted with sumptuous magnificence, in the 
presence of the Prince di Stigliano, and many other Neapolitan 
cavaliers and nobles. 

I myself (concludes Carrera) knew Paolo in my youth, when at 
Palermo, in the year 1597. His head was then white as snow, but his 
appearance was brisk and gallant ; being attired like a young man, in 
the gayest fashions of the age ; and manifesting, with the dress, the 
caprices, also of youth. He was not the less adorned with the most 
estimable qualities ; so chaste, and modest, he would never even marry 
a wife. He gave largely to the poor in alms, spent much in splendour 
and show, and affected the highest pomp and dignity. He heard Mass 
every day, always contributing munificently to the collection made by 
the priest ; confessing himself, and regularly receiving the Sacrament- 
He was consequently much beloved by the devout. Paolo would 
never suffer his portrait to be taken ; hence such likenesses as exist 
must have been sketched without his knowledge. He was in height 
above the ordinary stature of men, but finely proportioned, and of 
handsome features. He was vivacious, prompt at reasoning, cheerful, 
and affable, with all persons. He left some writings on Chess, which 
I have never been able to see ; and X have thought it right to give 
a full description of this great man, that his name may be known to 
posterity." 

Truly a fine and noble creature was this Syracusian, 
and worthy, perhaps, above every other warrior, to stand 
forth in Chess-history, as the Hero of all time. Paolo, 
Boi was, indeed, not one of Carlyle's vividly depicted 
race of " Shams." He was not merely the learned doctor 
of an art, who can practise that one specific thing, and 
none other; whose slender soul dwells ever contentedly 
in its nutshell, and becomes irredeemably lost, should it 
be temporarily lifted into a larger circle. Paolo was a 
man of the world, a Chess-player, and a gentleman, in 
the best acceptation of the terms. With him, Chess was 
merely one of the numerous outlets of the brain; wherein 
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mental power delights to shew its superiority over sur- 
rounding clay-clods. Paolo Boi was a warrior, a student, 
a man of letters ; — to the poor, an ever bounteous friend — 
with the rich, most chivalrously gallant. With all, be it 
summed up, the pious Syracusian had sufficient courage not 
to be ashamed of his Maker. 

The religious faith of Boi, as developed in his romantic 
Chess-encounter with the assumed fiend or magician, is a 
curious trait of character, highly natural in a tempera- 
ment so ardent, and in an organization fashioned and 
matured in the " Sunny South." The manner in which 
the Syracusian " walks in" to the wizard, by the aid of 
his own more potent charm (the bits of holy bones, or 
whatever else might form its elements), is quite as it should 
be, and all over admirable. Satan tries to " take a rise" 
out of our champion, but goes back to his darkness howl- 
ing. There is a beautiful grandeur of simplicity in the 
possessing so firm an assurance of one's own pre-eminence, 
as to entertain honestly the conviction that successful 
rivalry can be based but upon the supernatural and the 
unhallowed. Alas ! for the printing-press, which has dis- 
encumbered our souls of so many happy illusions ! In 
the nineteenth century we have nothing of the sort to fall 
b<ock upon, and when beaten at Chess can plead no stronger 
excuse to ourselves than " headache." Such a feeling as 
this of Messer Paolo Boi's, we hold to be assuredly the 
loftiest pitch to which real Chess-faith can soar ! 

An incidental reflection presents itself as interesting to 
those who love to watch the workings of the vital spark, 
which dwells in frail mortality. From the constant pa- 
tronage of Chess evinced by Philip, one can hardly 
believe him to have been the gloomy bigot pourtrayed by 
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every historian ; though still the fact may not be contra- 
dicted. Be the love of Chess, then, to his memory, the 
one redeeming trait — the solitary humanizing point — 
which all, even the worst of us, we trust and believe, 
possess. The very speckled toad, we learn, bears a jewel 
in its head, though our dim eyes may not see it bodily. 
The mode in which Paolo is to receive his pension, we like 
hugely. The Monarch quarters the recipient, in the 
highest style of financial skill, upon his native city, 
Syracuse; instead of keeping quarter day at Madrid. 
"We hear and we obey," was, doubtless, the response 
tendered by the slavish Sicilians to the royal mandate. 
The stroke is worthy of the biggest-bearded Oriental 
despot that ever sported turban of sacred green. A 
second amusing bit of King-craft presents itself in the 
miraculous condescension of Don Sebastian, the chivalrous 
ruler of Portugal, who, when poor Boi has all but lost the 
use of half his understanding, by kneeling for several hours 
consecutively, absolutely demeans himself to the point of 
tendering his own sacred right-hand digits, that his fellow 
King, the Sovereign of the Chess-field, may arise — and 
kneel upon t'other knee! The kings of the earth, in latter 
generations, would have thought but little of handing 
Paolo a chair. As our right dear friend, St. Amant, has 
so well remarked upon this very passage of history, 
" people who have been kneeling down before kings, now 
arise of themselves !" 

The Light and Lustre of Chess! — Our story is 
done, our tale is told ; and this brilliant recollection of the 
past fades away like the mists of June at sunrise. Cen- 
turies have revolved, seasons have passed away, revolutions 
swept over Naples and Calabria, and the graves of the 



Digitized by Google 



LUSTRE OP CHESS. 



363 



great, whose deeds we have just brought to view, lie hidden 
from the traveller's ken. Light and Lustre ! Glory and 
Splendour of our Kingly Recreation! Were not these 
titles well bestowed? — fairly and honourably won — and 
as gallantly maintained? They were; and fame and name 
thus held though life, shall never pass away, while the 
chronicles of Chess endure in the soul of the enthusiast. 
Paolo and Leonardo, like Castor and Pollux, reign as the 
two bright stars in the history of Chess, with which no 
third immortal may pretend to vie. They shine out from 
the age in which they breathed, as pillars of flame in the 
desert of life, and mark the way for the humble pilgrim 
seeking to bend him lowly at Caissa's shrine. Beacons 
are they to light the haven for the bark ; eternal examples 
of the noble and the great — the excellent and the chival- 
rous: — not to be profaned by the shallow sneer of the 
scorning fool, glorying in his folly, but to be thought 
upon, and pondered over, and received into the innermost 
hearts of those chosen spirits in the cause, who have 
feeling to conceive — souls to sympathize with— enthu- 
siasm to enshrine — and intellect to comprehend their 
deeds of great, and brave, and glorious daring. Light 
and Lustre of Chess! Paolo of Syracuse — Leonardo of 
Italy! — be your names immortal! 
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" The splendors of the firmament of time 

May be eclipsed — but are extinguished not. 
like stars, to their appointed height they climb, 

And death is a low mist, which cannot blot 
The brightness it may veil." 

Shelley. 

All the world — at least all the world we care about 
upon the present occasion, the Chess world— has heard of 
the Chess encounters of De la Bourdonnais and M'Donnell. 
The battle has been sung by Mery in French, by D'Arblay 
in English. The games themselves have been printed in 
several different European languages, and have become a 
code of precedents, like the famed Pandects of J ustinian, 
by the light of which future players may walk safely through 
almost all the dark mazes of the Sacred Grove— if they 
have but the intellect to understand, and the memory to 
apply these splendid examples of Chess-play to the varied 
situations which arise during the progress of an actual 
game. 

* This paper was first published in the Chest Player's ChronxcU^ 1843, 
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But something more yet remains to be spoken respect- 
ing this memorable contest, and therefore do we think fit 
humbly to consecrate one of our own especial essays thus 
to the memory of the two great departed heroes. Be it 
our labour of love, on the present occasion, to write on the 
strife historically, depicting several of its more interesting 
features minutely, accurately, and critically. We are proud 
of the name of our M'Donnell, snatched from us so prema- 
turely by cruel fate. England is proud, too, of the fame 
of De la Bourdonnais, for her green turf covers his ashes. 
Of either one of these renowned Chess-artists, well may 
his country say with Shelley (speaking of Keats) — 

— " till the future dares 
Forget the past, his fate and fame shall be 
An echo and a light unto eternity." 

We cannot, however, admit any real difference of country 
or nation to exist as regards Chess-players. We recognise 
the kingdom of Chess one and indivisible, and no other. Let 
the actors on the world's poor stage of crowns, and titles, 
and gold, and courts, divide the earth's surface into little 
patches of garden ground ; calling one portion France, and 
another England, — and a third Italy; but let us maintain 
the integrity of our noble mind-kingdom in its hallowed 
universality. All Chess-players, black, white, or brown, 
are brothers of one common nation — bound together by the 
one indissoluble tie, and utterly regardless, beyond that, of 
the mere names and distinctions of birth-place, language, 
habits, and manners. Our country — the mighty kingdom 
of Chess ! — comprises the four quarters of the terrestia 
globe ; and our sole acknowledged monarch is the best 
player for the time being. 
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We have been irresistibly led into positing this prelimi- 
nary observation, by a phrase from the pen of a French 
writer on Chess, M. Doazan, at page 162 of the Palamede 
for 1843 ; in which that respected contributor laments that 
nothing remains of De la Bourdonnais, beyond " quelques 
parties recueillies par nos adversaires !" We disclaim the 
term. We, the English, are not your "adversaires," 
messieurs lesFrancais. We are your friends — your brothers. 
Let us then for the future mutually acknowledge the frater- 
nal tie, and disclaim all invidious distinctions — at least as 
far as Chess goes. 

It may seem as if the details of the Chess-strife about to 
be narrated would be best introduced by full biographical 
sketches of the two combatants — the Hector and Achilles 
of the field. But I have thought that this would lead us 
too far from our subject. The Chess-lives of De la Bour- 
donnais and M'Donnell should form separate papers. They 
have yet to be pourtrayed at the length they deserve. I 
shall, then, upon the present occasion, pass lightly over the 
antecedents, in order to have full space and scope to illus- 
trate my more immediate theme. A very few words, then, re- 
specting the " personnel" of each of the two chiefs, before 
we behold them opposed to each other on Caissa's field, 
within the walls of the Westminster Chess Club. 

The early part of the present century saw the sceptre of 
European Chess wielded by M. Deschapelles. For many 
years this great master reigned unrivalled ; giving, in fact, 
at least the Pawn to all who presented themselves, but 
there arose upon the Chess horizon one bright star — 
which, warmed into life by the beams of its parent sun, at 
length vied with, if it did not eclipse, the elder luminary. 
De la Bourdonnais was the pupil — the protege — the 
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adopted Chess-child of Deschapelles ; could he have sat 
in the porch of a more inspired teacher ? 

It was about 1824 that Deschapelles tacitly retired 
from the Chess-field, declaring De la Bourdonnais his suc- 
cessor. Other renowned players at that time shone in Paris, 
as Boncourt, Mouret, Le Petit Juif, and a score more, but 
all yielded to the power of De la Bourdonnais. He came 
to England, and proved himself the finest player our 
country had seen since Philidor. Our first practitioner 
delightedly avowed they had found at last their Chess- 
Chief. All presented themselves in the lists, and all were 
beaten. England had not a man who could fairly hold his own 
against the redoubted Gaul ; and De la Bourdonnais may 
be said to have walked over the course. He returned to 
Paris, avowedly the first player in Europe ; and well do I 
remember in my early Chess days, that his name was one 
in the metropolitan Chess Clubs which amateurs were wont 
to swear by. De la Bourdonnais continued to play, and 
as he himself told me, to improve, until 1834, when he paid 
his next visit to England. How had Chess fared here in 
the interim ? 

The strong band of players, who had greeted De la Bour- 
donnais on his first coming, were dispersed by various 
causes, upon all the winds of heaven. Death, and worse 
than death had thinned our ranks. Cochrane had left 
London for India; Mercier and Parkinson had retired from 
the lists; Brand's fine intellect was quenched : Lewis and 
Fraser had given up playing difficult matches — content to 
rest on their well- won laurels. M'Donnell was hailed as 
Albion's champion. Let us glance at his claims to that 
proud title. 

Alexander M'Donnell had quietly worked his way to the 
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rery apex of Chess skill, distancing all his competitors. A 
long series of games with Mr, Lewis (the veteran giving 
McDonnell the Pawn) had completed his studies ; and the 
secession of his master from the arena, left the pupil to 
reign without the trouble of conquest. Mr. Lewis discon- 
tinued difficult games, and refused more than one invitation 
in my hearing to play on even terms with his quondam 
pupil. About 1833, by the active exertions of a few Chess 
amateurs, was founded the Westminster Chess Club, in 
Bedford Street, Covent Garden. Here M'Donnell pitched 
his flag as the King of English Chess — here he played with 
all comers, and as a necessary consequence, gave odds to alL 
The first metropolitan players were members of the West- 
minster Chess Society, and agreed in confessing M'Don- 
n ell's superiority. He gave at least the Pawn to all the 
first players of the time, (Messrs. Lewis, Mercier, Fraser, 
and Parkinson having ceased to be players, simply because 
not playing) and even at the odds of the Pawn there were 
not more than half-a-dozen who could make a stand against 
him. Such was M'Donnell in 1834, when La Boizrdonnais 
came to London with the roses of June. 

On the arrival of the Gallic paladin, every one was of 
course anxious to make a match between these mighty com- 
peers. M'Donnell declared himself ready to play upon 
any terms, and in any manner. He was avowedly the only 
Englishman prepared to measure himself with the French 
chief. A match of twenty-one games (exclusive of drawn 
games) was arranged to be played by these two rivals for 
fame. This match was not lightly or easily adjusted, 
many details being to be settled. The kind assistance 
of Mr. Greenwood Walker at length smoothed down 
all obstacles, and placed the parties "vis-ti-vis" at the 
Chess-board. A word on the Mr. Walker here quoted. 
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Mr. William Greenwood Walker, himself but a very 
moderate Chess-player, (related to me only in name,) was 
the most enthusiastic Chess-recorder I have ever had the 
honour to know. He cared little to play himself, but de- 
lighted to be always at M'DonnelTs elbow, to record his 
victory; like one of the bards of old, ever by the side of 
his Chief, to hymn the song of triumph in his praise. Mr* 
Walker took down the whole of the games played by 
M'Donnell and La Bourdonnais, and printed them, with 
many others played by the former, in a well known octavo 
volume. Without him, these fine games would have been 
lost for ever. Great, then, is the obligation we are all 
under to his name, for thus constantly attending at his post, 
the scribe, the herald of the war. It is no light thing to 
sit daily five or six hours, during a period of months, to 
watch games playing, and write them down. Mr. William 
Greenwood Walker has been taken from us long since. He 
died full of years. We could well have spared a better- 
aye, many a better— man. 

Mr. M'Donnell was the Chess-divinity of Mr. Green- 
wood Walker's worship, and the neophyte was never far 
absent, when the "padrone" was in the field; It was 
laughable to see the old gentleman so constantly and per- 
tinaciously fixed at M'DonnelTs right hand, with " specta- 
cles on nose," and paper and pencil in fingers; never 
speaking, and hardly daring to breathe, lest he should 
cause the conceptions of his master to miscarry. When 
the game ran in M'Donnell's favour, Mr. Walker's features 
were lighted up into a smile of benignity ; — when fortune 
frowned on his hero (and she would frown sometimes, par- 
ticularly when the rival, who courted her favours, was La 
Bourdonnais) — Mr. Walker looked, I will not say daggers, 
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but assuredly pitchforks on the Gaul, and on all 
around, who appeared to sympathize with France. Mr. 
Walker was a humourist in some little points, but, as I 
have said, the most useful man that was ever member of a 
Chess-club. 

I intend to be the more particular in presenting what 
may be termed the statistics of the games played by 
M'Donnell and De la Bourdonnais, as they have been on 
many occasions so erroneously stated. Writers of tbese 
latter times have assumed that they were all comprised 
within two, three, or four matches. Be it mine to state 
the exact and full truth. During the time they were play- 
ing, I visited the club daily, and took some of the games 
down, move by move, as they were played ; relieving my 
worthy namesake at his post. At the close of each day's 
play, the notes of Mr. Greenwood Walker were kindly 
placed at my disposal, and I was tbus enabled to get the 
games in a complete shape. I have them all by me, as I 
wrote them out at the time — in the exact order they were 
played, and classed according to the actual matches of 
which each one formed a part. An extraordinary error 
has been committed by certain scribes in putting Mr. 
M'Donnell down, without " why or wherefore," as a Scot- 
tish Knight. Mr. M'Donnell was an Irishman, born at 
Belfast, where his father, Dr. M'Donnell, a physician, re- 
sides up to this present moment of writing (October, 1843). 

It is worth noticing, that in the playing of important 
matches, care should be taken to prevent spectators from 
pressing closely around the players. A space should be 
roped off with a silk cord, or some such protector, and the 
naturally anxious friends of the parties should, with cer- 
tain necessary exceptions, be content to watch the progress 
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of the game on a duplicate Chess-board in another room. 
During the first games played by De la Bourdonnais and 
M'Donnell, the latter especially suffered from the very in- 
considerate crowding around of spectators; to which De la 
Bourdonnais was comparatively indifferent, from the cir- 
cumstance of having been more accustomed to the varied 
accompaniments and forms of sound with Chess. He, who 
had played in public for so many years in Paris, might well 
feel equally cool, studying his moves amid the spray of 
Niagara, or the quiet of a hermit's cell. I am bound to say 
we have greatly improved in this branch of Chess-manners, 
and may now more reasonably feel that we deserve the 
title constantly given us in France, of " the best lookers on 
in the world." Such was not, however, always the case. I 
recollect personally witnessing the entree once of one of my 
dear countrymen into the club-room while M'Donnell and 
De la Bourdonnais were engaged in one of their most try- 
ing positions. Our friend first shook hands with each of 
them, and then thrusting his figure between them, took a 
deliberate survey of the board, resting with his two hands 
in the middle of the pieces. However, after merely half 
a dozen questions, such as " Is this your first game to- 
day ? — That Rook seems in the devil's own mess," and 
" whose move is it ?" — he suffered the game kindly to pro- 
ceed : for which the parties felt doubtless due obligation. 

The first match, then, was made between De la Bour- 
donnais and M'Donnell, of 21 games; all the games to be 
played out exclusive of draws ; and the two candidates for 
Chess honours sat down to their first game in the presence 
of a large concourse of amateurs ; the scene of action being 
the Westminster Club. This match commenced in June, 
and was finished during July, 1834. The combatants gen- 
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erally met about 12 or 1 o'clock, and played till 6 or 7, 
several times adjourning a game till next meeting. They 
played nearly every day, Sundays excepted. 

Many of the games lasted long— long hours ; but the 
exact time of duration of each was not noted down. I 
have seen M'Donnell an hour and a half, and even more 
upon one move ; and I once timed La Bourdonnais fifty- 
five minutes. M'Donnell was incomparably the slower 
player, consuming, I calculated on an average, three fourths 
or very nearly so, of the whole time occupied, on his own 
moves. He was uniformly tranquil, patient, good-tempered, 
and silent, whether studying his own move, or awaiting his 
turn to play. His adversary, on the other hand, with the 
mercurial temperament of his lively country, talked and 
laughed a good deal at intervals, when winning, and swore 
tolerably round oaths in a pretty audible voice, when fate 
ran counter to his schemes. La Bourdonnais also lost 
temper, occasionally, under the protracted calculations of 
his cooler adversary ; and expressed his dislike at the great 
time they occupied, by sundry very plain gestures and shrugs. 
As La Bourdonnais spoke no English, and M'Donnell no 
French, we may safely take it they had little conversation 
together. The word " check" was, I believe, nearly the 
sole phrase that ever passed between them ; " mate" being 
seldom waited for, or when given, expressed simply by a 
friendly smile. Rochefoucauld well says, that in the mis- 
fortunes of our best friends there is a something not un- 
pleasing to us ! Rochefoucauld must have been a Chess- 
player ! 

The move in the first game was cast lots for, and won by 
De la Bourdonnais. The game was drawn, after a most 
arduous struggle. According to the English law, a drawn 
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game being no game in certain respects, De la Bourdon- 
nais again played first. 

The second game was drawn ! The third game was drawn ! 
In each of these three games the French champion had at- 
tacked with what we term the Queen's Pawn two opening, 
in different modifications. The parties rested on their 
arms, and the interest of friends naturally increased as to 
the future. These games had each lasted nearly sixty 
moves — a very unusual length. M'Donnell's friends began 
to think De la Bourdonnais had been overrated, and 
M'Donnell, himself told me, at this point, that whereas he 
had been nervous at the commencement of the match, he 
now felt confident of ultimate success. " De la Bourdon- 
nais has had the move," said he, "each time, and yet has 
done nothing. When the move is mine, and I am able to 
attack with my Bishop's Gambit and Evans game, — then 
you'll see !" — " But perhaps he may play King's Pawn one," 
remarked a bystander. M'Donnell replied that he wished 
this, as he had a new mode of manoeuvring to meet that debut, 
adding, that win or lose, nothing should tempt him, himself, 
to play so dry a game as King's Pawn one ; and this he ever 
most nobly and gallantly persisted in. 

La Bourdonnais, on his part, appeared to be staggered 
and surprised at his vivid attacks having been so completely 
foiled. "M'Donnell is the greatest player I ever en- 
countered," said he to me ; " but patience, nous verrons /" 

The fourth game De la Bourdonnais opened " en Giuoco, 
Piano ;" caught his adversary at a disadvantage, brought 
up all his force of skill to the calculation, and mated 
M'Donnell the 31st move. "Che va Piano, va sano," 
laughed the Gaul. 
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But M'Donnell won the 5th and 6th games, and was 
thus the victor on the first half dozen parties of the 
match. 

Too much detail were tedious — De la Bourdonnais 
threw his whole soul into the struggle, and of the 21 
games, comprising the first match, won no less than 16 to 
5 ! Other four games were drawn, making the total 
number played in this match 25. The friends of M'Don- 
nell were, however, far more dismayed at the great dis- 
parity at the close, than was he himself. He frankly 
told me he considered the Frenchman the better player; 
but believed his own powers were sufficient to come up 
with him in time. 

A great number of the games in this match consisted 
of Queen's Gambits, played by De la Bourdonnais; in 
which M'Donnell persisted, most erroneously, in taking 
the offered Gambit Pawn, and thus exposing himself need- 
lessly to a murderous attack. With the powers of genius, 
he possessed also its firmness, amounting too often to 
mere obstinacy. Nothing could induce him to evade the 
Queen's Gambit. It is worthy of remark, that M'Don- 
nell introduced his Bishop's Gambit three times during 
the match, and always lost it. De la Bourdonnais was 
the first to shew us that the real defence of this game turns 
on second player's not regarding the being compelled to 
move his King to the Queen's square, at a certain point of 
the opening. 

I find among my Chess-papers a letter of Mr. M'Don- 
nell's, addressed to me during the playing of this match, 
. in answer to one in which I had entreated him to change 
his mode of meeting the Queen's Gambit, and King's 
Pawn one game ; from which document I here extract :— 
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***** " I am much obliged to you for your very friendly let - 
ter. ***** I acknowledge I am sensitive and nervous in playing, 
more on account of the kind partiality of friends, than from per-* 
aonal anxiety about the games. I cannot get over this, and I fear it 
will be fatal to my success. Let us not, however, underrate the 
Frenchman's powers. He is the most finished player of the age, 
and all I can expect is to play up to him after some practice. The 
openings may not be happy, but how can you mend them ; I broke 
down in my Bishop's Gambit, the game of all others I most relied 
upon, and possibly it would be the same with any other attacking 
game. The fact is, practice of a superior kind is indispensable to 
form a first-rate player. I am sure La B. will play K. P. one 
sq. in all the games, until he gets the ascendancy. You will think 
it odd, but I cannot mend my opening. * * * On the whole the 
K. P. one sq. is a most perplexing game, and I think all the ways 
laid down in the book, give the second player the best game," * * &c. 

Reference to the games themselves will best prove the 
fallacy in which M'Donnell indulged, as to the King's 
Pawn one game. He had struck out a sort of pet scheme, 
from which nothing could induce him to depart. This 
turned on bringing out his Queen's Knight, first to Rook's 
third, and then to Q. B.'s second ; not regarding the being 
forced to play his King. He did not sufficiently observe 
that his centre was weak, through the King's Pawn being 
so far advanced, and would not admit the great force of La 
Bourdonnais's game, consequent partly upon the new move 
the latter had introduced of playing K. B. P. one square. 
These technicalities can require no apology on my part, 
being addressed exclusively to players of a certain degree 
of force. Too late, M'Donnell gave way to the counsel of 
his friends, and we find him finally shaping the King's 
Pawn one game so as to come fully equal out of the open- 
ing. I am far from seeking to detract from the fame of 
De la Bourdonnais, and honestly believe him to have been 
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the stronger player of the two ; yet if we deduct from the 
score the Queen's Gambits, and King's Pawn one games, in 
which M'Donnell, through persisting in risking openings 
rotten for him at their very cores, gave away gratuitously 
an advantage fully equal to a Pawn ; — I say deduct all such 
from the reckoning, and the balance would shew quite a 
different figure. In comparing the two players, it is quite 
fair to dwell upon this point. The match was, however, 
over, and our champion fairly beaten. The way in which 
McDonnell met his defeat was to demand his revenge, and 
a second match was instantly made, to consist of nine games, 
exclusive of draws. The second match was played in July, 
1834 ; in fact I may state once for all, that the various 
matches 1 am about to enumerate, of which the one cele- 
brated war was composed, were all contested during the 
summer and autumn of 1834. 

M'Donnell commenced the first game of the second 
match by playing boldly the Evans Gambit. It was new 
to De la Bourdonnais, and our countryman won the game. 
The French champion told me that he here purposely declined 
playing again for two or three days, during which time he 
sedulously analysed the novel debut, and made up his mind 
upon its merits, both as to its strength and weakness. De 
la Bourdonnais was not a man to be caught tripping twice. 
His great success in the first match made him perhaps play 
with less energy in the second, which was won by M'Don- 
nell — five to four—and no draws. The British player 
naturally gained in confidence from this very honour* 
able result ; and the third match was looked forward to by 
the friends of the parties with renewed interest. 

The third match comprised in all twelve games, there 
being one draw ; and was stipulated to consist of eleven. It 
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was won by De la Bourdonnais, six games to five ; and this 
difference is so slight, that again is M'Donnell entitled to 
all honour for his energetic rallying after the primary severe 
defeat. 

M'Donnell, always full of enterprise in Chess, having 
the move in this match, commenced the first game as 
a Muzio Gambit, and won it after a long and hard struggle. 
He attempted in the fourth game to play the Queen's 
Gambit himself, for the first time, but his wily foe an- 
swered the move of Queen's Pawn two, with K. P. one ; 
and thus declined the cartel offered. The conquering 
game of this match (each party had won five) was a spirited 
Bishop's Gambit proffered by M'Donnell, and surren- 
dered only after a hard fight. Some of the best judges 
considered M'Donnell's openings too hazardous. In the 
third match he had five times played the King's 
Gambit ! 

As the contest went on between these renowned artists, 
it was curious to mark in how much bolder a style they 
played, than in the introductory games. Like two haughty 
knights throwing away helm and shield, each appeared to 
disdain defence, provided he could strike his opponent a 
home blow with sword or axe. Increased brilliancy was 
developed, and the spectators saw with surprise that even 
the sacrifice of a piece was not counted much, provided 
the repayment of the obligation seemed probable. The 
word ran throughout the club, " This is indeed Chess !" 
— In reviewing the games it is astonishing to see how few 
things are overlooked. Still, the surly critic may exult in 
detecting occasionally a miscalculation ; and I have heard 
it well remarked, that a player of equal force in other res- 
pects, but who in a hundred games could never be once 
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found to stumble, would be capable of giving De la Bour- 
donnais the Knight ! A profound admirer of Philidor, I 
own I do not see in his recorded games any efforts of 
Chess skill superior to those developed by M'Donnell and 
his compeer. 

The fourth match was to consist of 1 1 games ; and of 
these De la Bourdonuais won 8 to 3, thus resuming in some 
respects his original high " vantage ground.*' This match 
yielded also the large proportion of seven drawn games : 
thus making 18 in all. We find De la Bourdonnais coming 
out in the fourth match for the first time with the Evans 
Gambit ; playing that attack six several times, and thus 
turning his rival's own weapons against him. It would 
seem that conscious of his superiority in that particular 
debut, he, suffered his terrible Queen's Gambit purposely 
to rest awhile. 

Twelve games constitute the fifth match, one only being 
drawn. Of the remaining 11, La Bourdonnais wins seven 
to four ; a most decisive victory. The play in this match 
was of the same brilliant kind as in the former, both 
combatants frequently using the Evans assault ; on which 
splendid opening so much light was thrown by these 
matches, both as to its strongest methods of attack and 
defence. 

The sixth and last match was never finished— -nine games 
only being played, of which M'Donnell won five to four. 
The match was suspended, owing to the Frenchman's being 
obliged to leave London for Paris on business, and his oppo- 
nent being equally forced by circumstances to make a visit 
to his native town, Belfast. These honoured rivals for 
Chess- fame never again met. Mr. M'Donnell died the fol- 
lowing year, to the irreparable loss of the Chess-world, at 
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the early age of 37 ; and his conqueror has since followed 
him to the grave, aged only 43 ; — by some extraordinary 
fatality, they were both interred in the grounds of the Ken- 
sail Green Cemetery. There are their battles over — there 
do they " sleep well," in the peaceful and solemn union of 
the tomb. 

" Oh ! strict and close are the ties that bind 
In death the children of human kind. 
Yea, stricter and closer than those of life ; 
'Tis a neighbourhood that knows no strife, 
They are noiselessly gathered — friend and foe — 
To the still and dark assemblies below. 
Without a frown or a smile they meet, 
Each pale and calm in his winding sheet ; 
In that sullen home of peace and gloom 
Crowded, like guests in a banquet room. 

It is not my intention here to go at great length into a 
dissertation on the relative merits of these mighty Chess 
Champions. The games are in print ; let them speak for 
themselves. Of the last twelve games played, M'Donnell 
won no less than eight ; from which at least this inference 
may be gathered, that on a second eighty, the disproportion 
would have been less at the close. But it does not 
fairly follow, that the presumption is M'Donnell would 
have been the winner in a second eighty games ; because 
it may be justly conceived that De la Bourdonnais relaxed 
in his efforts, however slightly, from his having proved his 
superiority. A winner always plays to the greatest advan- 
tage, having, in case of defeat, a long line of conquests on 
which to retreat. De la Bourdonnais disliked trouble, and 
took all things as lightly as the world would let him. 
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Deducting, as the candid observer must do, some part of 
the discredit of M'DonnelPs defeat, on the score of his per- 
tinacity in playing two openings, the King's Pawn one, and 
Queen's Gambit, with the very elements of failure entailed 
in their constitution, we still cheerfully admit the supers- 
ority of De la Bourdonnais. His blows are dealt with 
greater vigour ; his stratagems are better timed ; his 
powers of counter-attack more forcible ; his judgment of 
position sounder. In the one point, the managing of 
Pawns at the close of a game, I fancy the palm must be 
yielded to M'Donnell ; the latter also conducts a difficult 
defence with greater patience, and wider resource under 
extreme pressure. This was in the temperament of the 
men. Some of the games drawn by M'Donnell, apparently 
against all human probability, are among the finest speci- 
mens of Chess-defence ever imagined by the brain of genius. 

Had De la Bourdonnais and M'Donnell played a second 
eighty-five games, I believe the star of the former would 
have still been in the ascendant, in something like the pro- 
portions of forty-five or fifty, against the minority. Had 
they played, however, 500 games, I think there was suffi- 
cient Chess in our countryman to bring him honourably and 
well up to De la Bourdonnais. The Frenchman had under- 
gone a drilling, the advantages of which M'Donnell never 
enjoyed. Deschapelles had played many hundred games 
with De la Bourdonnais, though chiefly at that curious 
variety of Chess known as the game of the Pawns ; while 
M'Donnell had never before played on equal terms with an 
artist of his force. De la Bourdonnais had therefore at- 
tained that high " pride of pitch," which can only result 
from repeated trials with a superior player. The grave, 
however, has closed upon these two great Chess-artists; and 
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all speculation upon what would, might, could, or should 
have been, becomes*indeed " vanity and vexation of spirit." 

I have said that M'Donnell was by far the more la- 
boured player of the two : dwelling on the moves, occa- 
sionally, till the sense of sight in the looker-on ached with 
the sickening of hope and expectation. Latterly, however, 
M'Donnell improved considerably in this respect, playing 
much quicker than in the commencement. No greater 
proof could be adduced that his full force was never at- 
tained throughout these matches. 

Proceeding now to sum up— I find that, according to 
my memorandums, the total numbers of games played was 
85, of which number there were 13 drawn, De la Bour- 
donnais winning 46 to 26. I have stated elsewhere that 
these matches comprised 88 games. There is, indeed, a 
slight doubt as to the exact number played in the last 
match ; such doubt involving, however, only one or two 
games ; and therefore hardly worth naming. The papers 
of Mr. William Greenwood Walker would perhaps have 
afforded, on reference, mathematical accuracy upon the 
point, but he too has " shuffled off this mortal coil " since 
the year 1834. My own memorandums, made at the 
time, give the numbers I have quoted. 

These games, taken as a series, furnish some curious 
statistics, to be touched upon with advantage. I shall be 
brief, while I sketch their most prominent points. 

Is the first move an advantage, or not ? Perhaps some 
light may be here thrown on this important question. Of 
the 12 won games (the draws are out of the question) I 
find that the first move wins 39 times, and loses 33. But 
still I am not prepared to say that the first move is an ad- 
vantage, unless, in answer to King's Pawn two, second 



Digitized by Google 



THE BATTLES OF M'DONNELL 



player likewise comes forth with King's Pawn two ; — or 
replies with Queen's Pawn two, to Queen's Pawn two. 
Several new openings have appeared on the scene since 
1834, and the second player may now assuredly meet the 
move of King's Pawn two, by playing King's Pawn two 
also, with far greater chance of success than he could 
have done before the period at which M'Donnell played. 
Still I think first player has a slight advantage (besides 
the being able to ensure equality of opening, and to choose 
his debilt, if, in reply to his leading move of King's Pawn 
two, second player conies out with King's Pawn two also ; 
but if the latter play King's Pawn only one square, or 
Queen's Bishop's Pawn two squares, the first move is al- 
together valueless, and the combatants commence on 
terms of strict equality. The dry character of the games, 
however, mostly springing from the King's Pawn one 
opening, justly makes amateurs prefer incurring the very 
slight risk involved by the adoption of a bolder course 
of action. 

Of the thirteen drawn games, De la Bourdonnais had 
the move in eight ; and his opponent of course played 
first in the remaining five. Three of the draws were King's 
Pawn one opening, De la Bourdonnais being consequently 
second player, since M'Donnell never played the King's 
Pawn one debdt throughout the matches. Three of these 
thirteen were also Evans Gambits, in two of which De la 
Bourdonnais had first move. Three were Queen's Pawn 
two openings, all commenced by the Frenchman : one a 
King's Gambit played by M'Donnell, and one a Queen's 
Gambit by his adversary ; the remaining two parties being 
both a species of Giuoco Piano led off by the Gaul. 

Let us now analyze the characters of the seventy-two 
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won games, dropping the drawn games altogether, as done 
with, at least for the moment. 

Of fifteen Queen's Gambits played by De la Bourdon- 
nais, he won eleven and lost only four. M'Donnell per- 
sisted in taking the Gambit Pawn, and thus gave himself 
over, bound hand and foot, to his enemy. The Queen's 
Gambit ought to be constantly evaded, and not accepted. 
The sacrificed Pawn is a " Greek gift" indeed ! 

The King's Pawn one opening yields us twenty speci- 
mens of won games ; all played by De la Bourdonnais ; he 
winning thirteen to seven. 

In the Evans Gambit, the French paladin proved himself 
equally successful. Of twenty games he here again wins 
thirteen to seven. Indeed, De la Bourdonnais here perhaps 
may be said to win his brightest laurels, since the opening 
was altogether new to him ; while M'Donnell had practised 
it (giving odds it is true) for several years. The Paris 
Champion invented several novel methods of attack in 
this fine game ; but of twenty games played at the 
Evans opening now, by two quite first rate-players, it is 
certain the attack would have but little chance, a com- 
plete system of defence having been primarily discovered 
during the last eight or nine years; consequent, it 
must be ever admitted, upon our experience acquired 
from the games before us. De la Bourdonnais played 
first in fourteen of these twenty games. The first move won 
no less than fifteen of these twenty games, thus proving 
the once potency of this now somewhat passe e attack 

Of five regular Bishop's Gambits led off by the Lon- 
don Champion, we find him losing — five ! De la Bour- 
donnais was far too wily to risk this treacherous and 
superficial debdt on his own part. These games first 
established the correct defence to the Bishop's Gambit. 
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Seven won games only result from the Giuoco Piano ; 
and these are mostly of an irregular class. Of these 
seven, M'Donnell wins five. It seems here as if he were 
playing on known ground. De la Bourdonnais has the 
move in five of the seven games. Of the two games 
begun by M'Donnell, he won one and lost one. In 
both these specimens he follows Philidor's plan, of sallying 
forth with King's Bishop on the second move, instead of 
Knight. 

Three won games occur, all commenced by M'Donnell, 
of the family of the Muzio Gambit. Of these, our 
countrymen wins two, and loses one. All three rest 
upon that splendid variation of the Muzio first intro- 
duced by Mr. M'Donnell, which turns on bringing out 
Q. Kt. to Q. B.'s third, in preference to Castling when 
second player pushes Pawn on K. Kt. De la Bour- 
donnais gave unqualified praise to this original and mag- 
nificent attack. 

Our number of seventy- two won games are made up 
in tale by two ordinary King's Gambits, both com- 
menced by Mr. M'Donnell, of which each party gained 
one. 

And here rests my pen, fearing to wear out the pa- 
tience of my kindly readers. It was a custom of old, 
among certain warlike tribes and nations, that when a 
chief fell in battle, his followers reverentially marched 
past the place of his rest, in single file, each man 
dropping a stone on the grave, and thus finally raising 
a lofty mound to the memory of the departed great. I 
have cast my pebble upon the pile. 

THE END. 
Myers and Co., Printer*, 87, King Street, Covent Garden. 
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